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James walked down the dimly lit HQ's main hallway, turning off lights and checking office doors to see if they 
were locked. He liked being here late at night - no ringing phones, no fax machines spitting out reams of paper 
nor computers humming, their instruments silent. And the best thing of all was that he was alone. During 
working hours there were people everywhere you looked They were good folk but James was grateful when 


slowly but surely they all trickled out of the building. 


Tonight he must have said ‘goodnight more than two dozen times. He had received offers of "let's go grab a 
bite to eat from six of those. To each one he declined though with a smile. He had been working on a new song 


and didn't want to stop. Finally satisfied with what he had laid down, he realized that even he had to go home. 


So he decided to do a night watchman routine before climbing into The Beast that would take him to his house 
to a solitary late night dinner. 


Rounding a corner he was surprised to hear the sounds of an electric drill. As far as he knew (and he made it 


his business to know) there was no scheduled construction. 


"What the fuck," James murmured softly, "Someone breaking in and planning on ripping us off?" 


But if this was the case surely the alarm would have sounded and HQ would have been surrounded by the 
police in a matter of minutes. As the SF SWAT team was not storming the building someone must have snuck 


in when the place was buzzing with people. 


"Time to have a security review," James thought and decided that once he had dealt with the intruder he call 
the team tonight. Wake ‘em all up, he didn't care. Metallica's life's blood was here and no one was going to 


screw with it. 


Feeling slightly buzzed by the release of adrenalin into his body, he flexed his upper body and rubbed his hands 
together getting the guitar playing cramps out of them. There was no question about his physical abilities to 
handle a situation Once he had stopped drinking and began taking better care of himself his strength had 


increased, his reflexes were quicker - damn, he was beginning to feel like Superman, 


Reaching the end of the corridor, he stopped, peered around the corner to where the sound was coming from 
and quickly stepped back into the darkness. It appeared that the thief was in Rob's office. James wondered why 
that room was chosen - after all, Rob had hardly moved anything in as of yet. Didn't matter - even if a lowly 
pen was taken, the piper was going to be paid. 


James grinned as he crept down the hallway. He looked at this as an unexpected bonus, a little set-to to burn 


off some of the excess energy that remained from the evening's creative endeavor. 


The drilling had stopped, replaced by the sound of hammering. It barely crossed James' mind that the uninvited 
person could use the tools for weapons. What the hell was a hammer when faced with The Mighty Hetfield in 
Protect Mode? 


Stopping a few feet from Rob's office doorway, James snuck over to the wall and leaned up against it. He had 
to formulate a plan of action. Having the advantage of being able to take this person unawares, he decided that 
he had perhaps 30 seconds before the unwelcome guest could react. No problem, James decided, | can take 


this guy down in 10. 


Taking a deep breath and letting it out with a roar, James rushed the door. Bursting into the room he barely 
had time to see that stranger had his back toward him before he tackled him to the floor. 


"Motherfucker! What the fuck are you doing here?" James demanded as he sat on the man's back, grabbing 


his arms and pinning him to the carpet. "Think you can just waltz in here and take our stuff? 


The man on the floor slightly shifted his position and it was then that James could feel the muscles beneath 
him. Fuck, this guy definitely ate his Wheaties and then some. A small fission of doubt crossed his mind that 
perhaps this was not the brightest idea he ever had. Oh well, he had made his move and there wasn't anything 
he could do to change it now. He'd just have to improvise and hope for the best. And it wasn't as if he never 
ate the breakfast of champions! 


Tightening his grip on the man's arms and squeezing his own legs against the intruder's body, James leaned 


over his captive. "I'm asking you again. What the fuck are you doing here?" 


"You're an asshole, Het," came a bemused reply. "| don't let just anyone climb all over me without a damn good 


reason and this isn't one of them. Get the hell off of me!" 


James sat up with a start. "Rob?" 


"Bingo, dick. Now get the fuck of fl" 


James scrambled off Rob's back and watched as the bassist rolled over and sat up. Rubbing his head he 
grimaced. "Think you gave me a concussion. ls this covered under workers’ comp?" He reached out his hand. 


"Help me up, you son of a bitch." 


James did just that and when Rob was upright, he moved in closer to look at Rob's eyes. Shit, he had hit him 
hard; maybe his head had bounced on the floor. He held up his middle finger. "How many can you see?" he 


asked sweetly. 


Rob pushed James' hand away. "Only one and get it the fuck away from me." He made his way to a chair and 


sat down. "What is your problem? What's the deal with the football move?" 


‘Sorry. Thought | was alone and when | heard the noise | assumed it was from someone who didn't belong 


here." 


"Yeah, "ass" being the operative word here. Didn't recognize me?" 


"Didn't want to waste any time to check ID" 


"You must be blind as well as stupid" Rob took hold of a lank of his hair and waved it at James. "How many 


guys have hair like mine?" 


James shrugged. "I said | was sorry. | wasn't looking at your hair.” 


"That's a first," Rob mumbled under his breath. 


"What?" James asked sharply. 


"Nothing." Rob was still uncertain about James and he didn't want to provoke another confrontation just now. 


But he had seen James staring at his hair more than once. 


There was a brief moment of silence before they both blurted out "What are you doing here?" 


James motioned toward Rob. "| asked you first.” 


"Like hell you did. | asked you first.” 


"| did." 


"No you didn't. | did." 


James glowered at Rob and Rob did the same thing back to James. And neither one spoke. 


James just wasn't going to back down. Yeah, he was the new and improved, kinder and gentler Het but that 
didn't mean he never got annoyed and he was feeling that now. He was still the alpha male of this pack and 
damn; Rob was going to understand that: 


Rob wasn't planning on backing down anytime soon either. Yeah, he was the new guy and by that reason alone 
he should have explained to James why he was still there. But Rob was not going to let happen to him what 
had happened to Jason when he was the new guy even after IO years. No one was going to force him to his 


knees unless he wanted them to. 


So the seconds ticked by and both men stared at each other, neither one willing to give up. 


They didn't even blink because by the unspoken rule that would signal defeat. 


Shit, he's stubborn, James thought to himself and a little voice inside his head said ‘Remind you of anyone?" 
Fuck off, he silently ordered the voice. His eyes were beginning to burn and it was evident that he was going to 
need to blink in a very short while. Wait. What the hell was that scene in one of his favorite films? Oh yeah, 


when Doc Holiday in Tombstone wanted to provoke his opponent he winked at him. 


So he did just that and winked at Rob who sat there for a moment still glaring then all of a sudden his face lit 
up like a Christmas tree and he burst out laughing. 


"You are a dickweed," Rob stated between laughs. "But a very devious one. Tombstone, right?" 


James nodded and grinned back. "One of the best." 


"| agree." 


James sat down opposite Rob and stretched out his long legs. "My original question still stands. What are you 


doing here so late?" 


Rob pointed to an alcove in the room. "I'm putting up a chin-up bar." 


James turned his head in the direction that Rob had indicated. Indeed, there was a shiny silver-chromed bar 


where one had not been before. 


"Admirable. You're the first to bring in anything remotely exercisable." 


"What was that word?" Rob shook his head. "Don't think that would fly in Scrabble." 


"Fuck Scrabble. Exercisable pertains to anything that can be used in exercise." James explained. 


"You are a piece of work, James.” Rob chuckled. "But it's still not a word." 


"ls to: 


"ls not." 


"Is tol We'll ask Lars tomorrow, he'll back me up." 


“There's a brilliant idea," Rob said sarcastically. "What Lars doesn't know about the English language is 
frightening. And of course he'll back you up. No, | won't accept Lars as the final say." 


"_You_ won't accept Lars? Who fucking died and left you in charge?!" James felt himself getting irritated again 


Ron shrugged. "No one. But I'm not going to accept Lars as the arbitrator in this." 


"Fine. Kirk OK?" 


‘Oh yeah, Kirk is more than OK" Rob said with a smirk 


James looked at him quizzically because he wasn't quite sure of what to make of Rob's remark. As of yet the 
two of them had not had a discussion about preferences but if this was any indication, it sure sounded like 
Rob thought Kirk was attractive. No sense in letting the opportunity slip away. 


"So you think Kirk is hot?" 


Rob nodded. "Oh yeah. You?" 


Well that was simple enough, James thought with a smile. "Yeah. He's something, isn't he?" 


"| suppose you've slept with him," Rob stated more than asked. 


"Did more than sleep, buddy-boy." 


"l'm sure." Rob paused to look James in the eye. "Why don't we ask Kirk if ‘excersiable' is a word? Say 
tomorrow just as HQ is shutting down for the day. And we can even use the bar as a show and tell. | think 


the height is right for his toes just to be able to brush the floor. What do you say?" 


| say you're an evil motherfucker but so am |" James stood up. "You hungry? Let's go grab something to 


eat." 


"Sounds good" Rob stood up as well and they both walked out of the room, locking the door behind them. 


"Bet you've never seen Kirk's tats in full, have you?" James asked Rob as they got into The Beast. 


"Nope." 


"Didn't think so. You are going to be floored; he's such a beauty. This is going to be one hell of an exercisable 
evening. | can't wait." 


‘James, my man, | think thats a word after all." 


"Told you." 


| Really Get So... 
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James lifted his guitar over his head and carefully placed in its floor stand. Grimacing, he rubbed the back of 

his neck. "This being 40 is hitting me like a ton of bricks. Man, my neck is tight" Making his way to a chair, he 
sat down and picked up his bottle of water. He took a gulp and some of the liquid seeped out from either side 

of his mouth. 


Kirk eyed him from across the room and watched the water dribble down James' neck. "Yeah, you're ready for 


assisted living. You can't even manage to keep the water in your mouth." 
"Shut up," James growled, feeling more stupid than annoyed. 


Laughing, Kirk put his guitar away. "Never a camera crew when you need one. We could have made you the 


cover boy for So What!" 
"l'm ignoring your inane comments. Hey, grab me that towel over there." 


‘Oh | see, ignore me but at the same time order me around" Kirk shook his head. "Don't know why | put up 
with you." But he was smiling. This new song of James' was really taking shape and they had laid down some 
good licks. And he had spent the day with James and that always made him happy. Picking up the towel James 
had indicated, he brought it over to him. 


"Here, let me help you, O Feeble One," Kirk offered and vigorously began to wipe James’ face and neck. 


James reached out to grab Kirk's hands but he was too quick and he dashed out of the way. "You're such an 


ass, Kirk Just give me the damn towel.” 


Kirk stood a few feet in front of James holding the towel out like a matador would for a bull. "Yeah, but it's 
the ass you love. Ole El Toro! Ole!" 


James couldn't help but break into a grin. "Ill give you an ‘Ole," he said. 


Kirk sighed. "Promises, promises. I've gone home alone for what, three nights now?" 


"| know. l'm sorry. Its not you." 


"Didn't think it was." Kirk threw the towel onto another chair and walked around to the back of James’ chair. 
Placing his hands on either side of James’ neck he began to rub. "Your neck is all in knots. What's up?" 


"Dunno. Being 40?" James closed his eyes and slowly started to relax as Kirk's hands began to work their 


magic. 


"Not buying it, James." 


"Not selling it, Kirk. Just haven't figured it out yet." He paused then let out a small sound of contentment. "This 
feels wonderful. Just what | needed" 


Kirk leaned over and brushed his lips against James’ neck. "I'm glad. You know how much | enjoy making you feel 


good." 


"And for that l'm forever grateful. Listen, Rob and | had an interesting chat last night." 


"Really?! Instead of making love with me you're out with him?" Kirk dug his fingers into a particularly sensitive 


spot on James’ shoulder. 


"Ow! Stop! It's wasn't like that" 


"So what was it like?" Kirk stopped and rested his hands on James’ broad back. 


"Why'd you stop?" James asked, sounding like he was almost on the verge of whining. 


"Why did you go out with Rob?" 


"We didn't exactly ‘go out: | was here late and thought he was breaking in. So | ended up tackling him." 


Kirk burst out laughing. "You what?!" 


James nodded. "Took a flying leap, knocked him down and was ready to beat the shit out of him. That is until he 
identified himself." 


| can't believe you did that. You didn't recognize him?" 


"He asked the same damn question And for the record, no, | didn't know it was him Otherwise | wouldn't have 


been on his back." 


Kirk made a choking sound. "You were on his back?" 


"Is there an echo in here?" James ducked his head as Kirk lightly cuffed it. "Hey, enough of the abuse. Use 


your hands for a better purpose, keep massaging." 


"Yes Master," Kirk intoned but he was grinning. "So. Tell me. What's his back feel like?" 


It's not like | was there giving it a test drive." 


"Hmmm." 


"Shut up Kirk," and then James was silent. 
"l'm waiting." 


"| didn't notice anything special. It's a back" James wasn't quite telling the truth. Yeah, it was a back but even 
with his brief stay he could tell that it was well defined, strong and he really wanted to run his hands over it, 


especially without a shirt on 

"| thought so," Kirk said. 

"What? | wasn't speaking,” James protested. 
"Didn't need to. Your silence speaks for you." 


"Damn!" James abruptly got out of the chair and turned to face Kirk. "Don't be annoying.” He saw that Kirk had 
crossed his arms and had his ‘we're going to discuss this' look on his face. He really didn't want to fight with 


him, far from it. 
"Alright, alright. It felt powerful. And smooth. And good. There, happy now?" 


"Maybe. Do you find him attractive?" 


"What is this? 20 Questions?" James walked over to a bank of amps and began to turn them off. He wasn't 
sure how to approach Kirk with what he and Rob had discussed and didn't want to blurt it out without a plan 
Oh yeah, he was into planning. Obviously he and Kirk had been friends for a very long time and loved each 
other like brothers. But it had only been a few months that they had attained couple status and the two of 
them were taking this relationship very slowly. James didn't want to screw this up like he had done so many 


times before and what he was going to propose might take a bit of explaining. 
James paused at an amp but didn't turn around to face Kirk. "Do you remember the games we used to play?" 


"The ones where you were always the pillaging Viking and Jason was always the helpless virgin?" Kirk asked 


with a touch of sarcasm. 


| was a bastard, wasn't |?" James said softly. He had caused so much pain he wasn't sure if he could ever 


make it up to everyone. 


"Hey," Kirk crossed the room and stood next to James, his hand on James' arm. "You consumed a tremendous 


amount of alcohol in those days. Shit, we all did. None of us are blameless." 


James put his arm across Kirk's shoulder. "I know, but still." 


Kirk leaned into James, feeling his warmth. This was where he belonged. He had kept his true feelings for him 
locked inside himself for so many years that now that they were together at times he thought he was 
dreaming. He knew that they had plenty of stuff to work out but damn, they actually talked things out. If he 


believed in miracles than this had to be one. 


"Don't stop now, it's getting to the good part!" Kirk cajoled. "Does Rob have a thing for Vikings?" 


"Not exactly," James looked down at Kirk. "But he has a hankering for a certain guitarist" 


‘Oh really." Kirk met James’ gaze. "| don't suppose it happens to be you, does it?" 


James grinned. "What do you think?" 


Kirk let out a theatrical sigh. "Then | guess it's me. My adoring public." 


James gave Kirk a little push. "Oh please. Your adoring public. Hal" 


Kirk took a few steps back and glared at James. "Who still gets the most fan mail? You? Don't make me laugh." 


James made a moved towards Kirk. "You little shit" 


But Kirk stood his ground "Truth hurts, doesn't it Het?" He crouched down a little and put up his fists. "You 
gonna hit me? Come on, come on, big boy. Let's get this over with." He absolutely knew that James wouldn't do 
that anymore but he was not beyond teasing him about the changes he made. A tad cruel to be sure but it 
sometimes kept James humble. 


“Asshole. No I'm not going to hit you, not that you don't deserve it" James covered the distance between them 
in two strides and put his arms around Kirk. "Thought I'd do this instead" Bending his head forward he 
captured Kirk's lips with his own. Kirk wrapped his arms around James and returned the kiss. They broke apart 


and smiled at each other. 


‘Love you, Kirk," James said softly. 


"Love you, James," Kirk replied "Now, are you going to tell me what you and Rob cooked up? Cause | know this 


is leading somewhere. And | have a feeling I'm going to end up being an Aztec virgin. Right?!" 


| won't let him hurt you, | swear to you," James said seriously. "I know what you can handle." 


Kirk reached up and caressed James’ face. "I know. | trust you." 


James nodded. "Good. So yeah, you're going to be whatever Rob wants you to be." 


Kirk flashed a grin, took hold of James’ hand and pulled him towards the studio door. "Let the games begin!" 


The stepped out into the hallway and James turned to lock the door. "Did | mention that a chin-up bar is part 


of this?" He tried to sound innocent but of course he wasn't convincing. 


"Ah fuck," was Kirk's reply. "I'm not into anything exercisable." 


You could hear James’ laughter throughout the building. 


Won't Get Fooled Again 
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James paused a few feet from Rob's door and grabbed Kirk's arm to halt 
his progression as well. Maneuvering Kirk against the wall he leaned into 


him, his face inches from Kirk's. 


"|" Pinning Kirk's arms against the wall with strong hands, James bent 
his head down and softly brushed his lips against Kirk's. "Love." He 

began to trace the outline of Kirk's lips with his tongue. "You." James 
took one of his hands off of Kirk's arm and began to caress Kirk's chest. 


Bringing his lips against Kirk's, he slipped his tongue inside his 


lover's willing mouth. 


It was a possessive kiss, the kind that was meant to reassure Kirk that 
indeed James feelings for him were true. But it was also a "your ass is 


mine" kiss - | may let you play nice with others but only because | say 


it's OK. 


James' hand found Kirk's nipple and lightly caressed it through the 

fabric of Kirk's shirt. Kirk let out a soft moan and his body slightly 

slipped down the wall. James caught him up with one arm around his waist 
and looked down at him, blazing blue eyes meeting dark, smoldering eyes. 
Shit, he wanted to take Kirk right then and there, on the floor, against 

the wall. His cock was so hard he thought he could come without any 
attention but it would feel so fine if Kirk would only touch him. Now. 

Right now. The hell with Rob. The hell with Scrabble. And definitely to 

hell with sharing Kirk. 


James broke their gaze to get a look at their surroundings. There must be 
a room around here that he had the key for - he really didn't want to 
take Kirk on the floor if he could avoid it. Ah ha - there's one! "Come on 
Kirk," he said pulling him up because Kirk was just about on his knees 


reaching for the zipper on James’ jeans. 


"James!" Kirk protested. "Please?" 


In a minute. Bob's office is right over there with a big couch just 
begging for action," James explained as he led Kirk over to Bob's door, 
pulling a set of keys out of his back pocket. 


Kirk nodded in agreement. "As long as | don't have to wait much longer to 
take you in my mouth," he said, gently running his fingers up and down 


James' denim covered cock. 


Yeah and | don't want to waste any more time cause | want to have my cock 
deep inside your hot ass, James thought to himself as he reached for the 
door knob, put the key in and twisted it open. He guided Kirk in first and 

took a step to follow him, grabbing the key out of the lock. 


‘Started without me? | don't think that's fair, do you?" 


James head swiveled to see Rob standing in the doorway of his office. He 
let out a growl. "Fuck if its any of your business." 


"Ah but it is, James,” Rob said as he sauntered over, stopping about two feet from James. "I thought we had 


made plans." 


"Plans change, Rob. It's a private party now, you didn't get an invite." 


Kirk stuck his head out of Bob's office to see what was going on and 
James instinctively moved in front of him. 


"Heyl" Kirk voice got muffled as he met up with James’ back 


"Afraid, James? Afraid that Kirk may see something that could very well interest him?" Rob was shirtless and 
barefoot, wearing only a pair of tight, low-on-the-hips jeans. His hair was loose and it hung down to his waist, 


a shimmering sheet of black silk Shit. James had to admit that Rob looked almost too good to be real. 


James scoffed. "Afraid of you? Yeah right. In your dreams." 


"Then why are you reneging on your promise?" 


"Didn't promise you shit. Our discussion wasn't etched in stone. Like | 


said, plans have changed and you're not included." 


"Don't like this." 


"| don't care if you don't like it. Not my problem. Go jerk off or 


something.” 


Kirk stepped out from behind James. This conversation was not going well 
and it held a definite promise of escalating into an ugly situation. He 

quickly looked at Rob and then back to James. Seemingly nonchalant, the 
two men faced each other. But Kirk knew James - and his lover was not in 
the mood to be provoked. He may have stopped drinking, curbed his anger, 
but he had not become a pushover. Rob was still an unknown factor but by 
the gleam in his eye Kirk didn't think he was going to back down either. 


Kirk lightly took hold of James' arm to remind him to focus and not fly 
off the handle. He also nodded at Rob. "Why don't we go out and grab some 
coffee or something," he lightly suggested to the two men. "I know | 


could go for some food." 


Rob snorted. "Yeah, right, food. It sure didn't look like you were hungry 


for food a minute ago." 


Kirk shrugged, attempting to conceal his growing anxiety. If these two 

went at each other he knew he wouldn't be able to stop them. "Changed my 
mind," he replied to Rob as casually as he could and then turned his 
attention back to James. "Come on" He tugged at James’ sleeve. "Let's all 


go to that greasy spoon you like so much." 


But James ignored him and took a step toward Rob. "You know, you're 
becoming a royal pain in my ass. Just who the fuck do you think you are? 


Ever since | let you join us." 


Rob let out a laugh. "You? You let me join? Please. You were still a 
quivering mass locked up in rehab when Lars, Kirk and Bob approached me. 


You couldn't even decide what shirt to wear. Don't give me that shit" 


Fuck. Fuck Fuck! What the hell did Rob think he was doing!? Kirk grabbed 
onto James’ arm and tried desperately to get his attention. "Let's leave. 
Now. This is getting ridiculous. Come on James, this is pointless.” He 

looked at Rob. "I think you better leave well enough alone. Why don't you 
go on home. We can talk about this tomorrow when we've all had some 


sleep." 


"I don't want to sleep," Rob said, looking straight at Kirk. "Bed yes, 
snoozing no. You know, your boyfriend here promised me that | could have 


an evening with you and | aim to collect.” 


Kirk shook his head no. "Don't think so Rob. l." But he was cut off by 
James grabbing the back of his neck and turning him to face his ire "What 
the hell did Rob mean?" James demanded, looking like the Het of yore. 

"You, Lars and Bob approached Rob when | was still in rehab? Since when? 
| thought we made the decision together." 


"James, babe, let me go. You're hurting me." Kirk tried to twist away but 
James only tightened his grip. Kirk glanced over at Rob who was grinning 


and clearly enjoying this situation far too much. 


Rob took a few steps forward. "Hey James, | guess the guys didn't share 
another tidbit with you. Did you, Kirk?" 


"Shut up, Rob," and silently Kirk pleaded with him not to say anything 
else. James’ grip on his neck was only getting tighter and if Rob 
revealed what he knew the repercussions would be more than just him 


having a sore neck. "Just shut the fuck up." 


“There's more?!" James hissed and pushed Kirk up against the wall. "What 
the fuck is it? What else are you keeping from me? 


Kirk hit the wall with such force that his head bounced forward but James 
didn't noticed. Oh yeah, he thought to himself, grateful that he could 

still think. This has gotten way out of hand. He recalled the 

conversation with Lars and Bob where he tried to convince them that James 
had to be told The two of them had vetoed the idea and said James was 
too vulnerable but when he got better the subject would be brought up. 
Guess they didn't give it a second thought. Kirk had just tried to forget 


the discussion ever took place. 


But lies and deceit have a way of bursting out of their hidey-holes in 


the most inopportune times and this was decidedly one of those times. 


Kirk could only smile weakly up at James. Hoping he could lie 

convincingly one more time he said, "It was nothing. Really. Rob's just 
pissed that his evening isn't going as well as he had wanted. Isn't that 
right, Rob." Oh please, oh please, Rob. Stop being an asshole and let's 
drop this. You really don't want James to get any angrier than he is now. 
He didn't believe that James would resort to hurting him but he really 
didn't want to test his theory. 


Still a foot or so away, Rob leaned his shoulder against the wall and 
crossed his arms. "I dunno, Kirk. Seems like you're forgetting a few 


facts. Fact number one." 


Kirk suddenly pushed James out of the way and launched himself at Rob, 
fists flying. "You will shut your goddamn mouth, motherfucker!" He 
delivered a perfectly placed punch onto Rob's jaw with his right fist and 


then caught his nose with his left before Rob could react. "Just shut the 
fuck up! | swear, I'll kill you if you say another word!" 


Rob received another blow to his face before he was able to retaliate and 
slam his fist into Kirk's stomach. Kirk stumbled back from the force of 
the blow and fell into James who pulled him aside and stepped between the 
two combatants. 


"Enough!" James ordered harshly. "Stop this shit!" 


Rob raised his hands as if surrendering. "Hey, lm the innocent 


bystander. Kirk hit me. I'm just protecting myself" 


Kirk flew at Rob again "Innocent my ass. You're a dead man." 


But James was quicker than Kirk. He grabbed at him and pushed him down to 
the floor. "Stay there!" Turning back to Rob he gestured toward his 
office. "Grab your shit and get the fuck outta here." 


Even though Rob's nose was gushing blood, he grinned, albeit nastily. 

"Not a prob, man. Seems that | may have gotten what | wanted anyway." He 
gave both James and Kirk a small salute, then wiped his nose with the 

back of his hand, turned and walked back to his office. Reaching the 
doorway, he paused but didn't turn around "Another time then, Kirk Its 
not like we've never fucked before, is it?" And then he began to whistle 

as he closed his office door. 


"WHAT?!" James roared, looking at Kirk who was scrambling to get up off 
the floor. "What the hell did he mean? Kirk? What the fuck did Rob mean?" 


Kirk straightened up but couldn't bring himself to look at James. He 


studied his bloody knuckles instead. 


"Why so silent now, Kirk?" James’ voice was a steel-edged sword. "Tell 
me. Did you guys approach Rob when | was away? Did you let him fuck you?! 
When did this little affair take place? And what else are you keeping 


from me?" 


Kirk slowly edged backwards - he wanted plenty of distance between James 
and himself. "We may have spoken to Rob once or twice but it was real informal, 


nothing was definite." 


"May? May have spoken? Either you did or you didn't!" James advanced on 
Kirk. "Shall | help you refresh your memory?" 


"No, no, James." Kirk said quietly. The shit's gonna hit the fan now, he 
thought to himself. Drawing himself up and taking a deep breath, he 
looked straight into the eyes of the man he loved more than life itself. 
And now that life would probably walk away forever. "OK, yes, we did. But 


James, we didn't know if." 


James’ face contorted with rage and his hands clenched into fists. He 
looked around wildly then slammed both hands against the wall. "Why? Why 
did you go behind my back?" 


Kirk reached out towards James, desperate to comfort him. But now James 
was the one who began to back up. "Oh God, Kirk | can't believe this. 
Bob? Lars? Youl? All lied to me?" 


"James, let me explain" 


"Explain?! What's there to explain? It's obvious that you didn’t think 
I'd recover." James doubled over and thrust out his arm to reach the wall 


for support. "Oh fuck. The people I'd walk to hell and back for." 


"James, please. |." But Kirk was at a loss for words. Anything he said 


would sound entirely fake to James’ ear. 


James straightened up but looked unsteady on his feet. "Did you really 
sleep with Rob?" he asked quietly, the rage gone from his voice. Now it 
only held pain "Did you?" 


Kirk bit his lip and nodded. James closed his eyes, the feelings of 
betrayal were almost too much for him bear. "Rob said there was one other 


thing. What is it? 


"No he didn't. This is it, | swear." Kirk lied but he was not going to be 


the one to tell James the third item. What was one more falsehood now? 


"| don't believe you." James shook his head. "And | never thought I'd 

ever say that to you. But | don't. Shit. And with all we've been through. 

You were my brothers and you," he paused. "You were my lover. Guess that 
doesn't account for much." He choked back a sob. "Alright. Lie to me 

then, | don't think | could handle anything else right now anyway." He 

turned away and began to walk down the hallway. 


"James, wait!" Kirk dashed after him and took hold of the back of James' 
shirt. "Don't leave. Please. Let's talk." 


"Let go," James said with an unnerving dead calm. "If you don't take your 
hand off of me | swear, l'Il break it." 


So Kirk did the only thing he could and let go of James. He watched as 
James got further and further down the hallway and finally disappear from 
view. Then he began to shake and knew that he was beginning to have a 
panic attack - something he thought he had conquered. Barely able to get 
his cell phone out of his pocket and with fingers fumbling he dialed 

Lars' number. Or at least tried too, it was difficult to see with tears 


streaming down his face. 


"Lars? He knows. Oh man, he knows." 


Whiskey in the Jar 
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James sat at his kitchen table, his calloused fingers caressing the one thing that would undoubtedly kill him. 
But that's what he wanted, wasn't it? He knew he couldn't live with the pain he was feeling. He heart was 
breaking. His entire being was in agony. How could they do this to him? How could the people he loved more 
than life itself turn on him? Lie to him? Not believe in him?! 


And that's what hurt the most - that they didn't believe he would recover, that he wouldn't be strong enough 


to conquer his addiction. 


No, that wasn't what hurt the most. Lars. Lars' betrayal hurt the most. The two of them started this crazy 
thing called Metallica - they were its parents. They had given birth to it, nurtured it, took care of it when it 
got sick, were there when it took its first steps, picked it up when it fell and dusted it off and sent it on its 
way again. And now Lars was telling him he was a bad parent - you're doing more harm than good so why 


don't you just leave. Met will be better off without you. 
Don't parents make mistakes? Don't families weather crisis? 


Apparently not this family. When someone is ill, don't lend support, just scramble about to find a replacement. 


A better father, one who never makes errors in judgment. 


With his right thumb holding the top, he used his index finger to slowly peel away the paper seal on the bottle 
of sweet amber. Yeah, this would most assuredly kill him. But it would taste so damn good going down his 
throat and it would warm him up because he was chilled to the bone. Chilled to the core of his very existence. 


And what was that worth? Not very much anymore. 


He heard footsteps in the hallway. Great. Now not only would he do away with himself but he'd have to get rid 


of someone else as well. What do they call that? A murder-suicide? Reminder to self - change the locks on 


the doors. Oh wait, it wouldn't matter after tonight anyway. The guys would probably open the house as a 
museum - charge a fee so they could add to the Met coffers. Yes sir, this is the exact spot where James 
took his last breath. And look, we didn't even clean up the blood and gore from his victim. 


James didn't look up from his paper-peeling task as someone sat down opposite him and slid a glass down the 


table. He grabbed it as it was about to slid off the edge. 


"Didn't think you wanted ice." 


"Didn't want a glass either." James growled. 


"Yeah, you were never one for formalities." 


James didn't look up from his task. "Did they call you?" 


"They who? Why would someone call me? | just happened to drive by your favorite all night liquor store and 
saw you run out of there like a bat out of hell, clutching an all-too-familiar brown bag. Figured I'd follow you 


to see what was up." 


"Like you care." 


"Hey, my caring is not an issue here. What's up with you?" 


"Nothing," James spat out. "Just fucking nothing." 


"OK" A pause. "Need help opening the bottle?" 


"Just fucking leave, would ya?! Not in the mood to entertain" 


The unwanted guests's chair scrapped along the floor and a pair of legs stretched themselves 


out onto the table. 


"Get your fucking feet off my table," James ordered. 


His demand was ignored. "Just making myself more comfortable. So, why would | get a call?" 


James threw a piece of paper across the table that he had balled up in his fist. He realized that he hadn't let 
it go since he found it in The Beast when he left HQ. 


His visitor caught it and smoothed it out on the tabletop. He began to read the typewritten message out loud: 


‘Not only did Bob, Lars and Kirk actively seek out Rob while you were unable to tie your shoes; not only did 
Rob and Kirk fuck each others brains out (more than a few times) BUT, guess you weren't aware that they 


were also seeking your replacement. Chew on that, sucker: 


"Shit. | think | need a drink" 


"Get your own bottle. This one's mine." James ceased peeling and drew the whiskey close in to him. 


"Not written very well, though, is it?" 


"Does it fucking matter!" James roared. "Its the truth. And it's fucking killing me," he ended in a whisper. "Oh 
man, | hurt. It hurts so much to even breath. How could they have done this to me? They had no faith. Can 
you believe it? No fucking faith. Couldn't wait to see how things turned out. And when | got out and we spent 
all those hours talking. All lies! Not once did | ever get even an inkling that they had done this." 


The paper was waved about. "Are you sure of all of this?" 


James nodded. "I was at HQ before. Kirk admitted to the first two and Rob said there was a third thing they 


were keeping from me." 


"Did you hear either of them confess to this third item?" 


James shook his head. "No," he said slowly. "But it stands to reason that's it's true." He stood up and still 
holding the bottle began to pace. 


"Reason has nothing to do with this situation" 


"Fuck you. What the hell do you know? | told you to leave. Just go." 


"Nope. I'm staying. Open the bottle, James. Let's get drunk" 


"You'd like to see that, wouldn't you? You want me to die along with the rest of them." 


Back and forth, back and forth. 


"Sons of bitches, every last one of them. Who the fuck do they think they are? I'll fucking ruin ‘em 


"Kinda difficult to do if you're dead," came a dry retort. It was ignored. 


Back and forth. 


"Kirk's a fucking whore. Do you know how much | wanted our relationship to work? | loved him so much. Do you 


know how that feels? To love someone so deeply and then that person just stabs you in the back?" 


His visitor nodded but James was too wrapped up in his tirade to notice. 


"That's it then. I'll leave. Leave Metallica. Shit, I'll leave the country. I'm calling a lawyer, can't use the band's 
now can |? I'll have their assets frozen so fast their heads will spin. We'll see how Lars can get along without 
his millions. And Kirk can sleep in the street as far as I'm concerned. And Rob can be right next to him." 


"Now you're sounding like Lars. And that's more frightening then the bottle you're holding." 


"Have a press conference. Tell the world what scumbags they really are. Let everyone know that the closed 
fist was just a joke, our music is a joke." James abruptly stopped and screwed off the bottle's top. He brought 
it to his nose and inhaled. "You don't know how much | missed this smell.” 


"No. Guess | don't. So, are you going to drink it? Come on James, you know you want to. Go ahead and prove 
them right. That you are a fuck-up. That you're not responsible. That you are weak and The Mighty Het is 
just a myth." 


James howled and took a few steps to reach the person in the chair. Leaning over, he grabbed the front of his 
guest's shirt with his free hand. "lm telling you one more time. Get the fuck out of my house." 


"Nope. I'm enjoying watching you fall apart. You always needed an audience so here | am. Drink up, James. Why 


waste anymore time? | want to be the one to write the final chapter of Tallica" 


The stared at each. James slowly let go of the shirt but kept his hand on the interloper's chest. "Please. I'm 
begging you. Leave me." Tears welled up in his eyes. "I can't bear this. | just want to die but | don't." He 
faltered. "Don't want..." 


The person in the chair held his breath, not daring to interrupt, hoping beyond hope that James would speak 
the words he wanted to hear. 


"| don't. can't.Fuck! Take this poison would ya?!" James thrust the bottle into willing hands and staggered to 


the counter and leaned over it. 


The bottle was quickly placed on the table and the man jumped up. Reaching James, he put his arms around 


him. "| am so damn proud of you, James Hetfield.” 


"No," James was overcome with great wracking sobs. "Don't be." 


"Don't tell me what to do or how to feel.” He rubbed James’ back. "It's gonna be OK" 


"Never!" James cried. 


"Maybe not tomorrow. Or even next month. But in time it will be. Come on You've had a tough day. | think you 
should try and rest. I'll even tuck you in" 


Even though James was still crying, there was heard a very small chuckle. 


The man sighed with relief. He gave James a hug. "Let's get you to bed” 


James nodded. "Yeah. OK. | am tired" He turned and together they made their way to James’ bedroom. 


After James had taken off his boots and stripped he got into bed. True to his word, James’ guest plumped up 
the pillows and drew the blankets up. As he turned to leave, James’ grabbed his hand. 


"Thanks, Jason." 


Jason smiled down at James. "No problem." 


"Stay?" 


"| wasn't planning on leaving. I'm just going to make some coffee. I'll be here when you wake up." 


"Good" James murmured, already half asleep. 


Jason turned off the light and walked to the bedroom door. 


"Jason?" 


"Yeah James?" 


‘Im really glad you never gave me back my house key." 


"Me too, James. Me too." With that he quietly shut the door, went back into the kitchen and began to brew up 


some ultra-strong coffee. He was going to need it. He had some phone calls to make and answers to get. And 


they better damn well tell him the truth. 


Idth Nervous Breakdown 
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"The hell? What the fuck, Kirk?" Lars' angry voice came through Kirk's cell phone. "Couldn't keep your mouth 
shut? Fuck's wrong with you?" And there was a stream of Danish curse words that even after all this time 


Kirk still didn't understand. 


‘Lars? Please don't yell," Kirk pleaded, the attack from his friend overwhelming him. "I need help. Could you 
come get me? | don't feel well” He was on the floor, leaning against the wall. His body was shaking and he was 


ice cold 
"Where is he? | cannot believe you fucked this up!" 
"Uli, oh man, don't be angry. Please. Just come get me, I'm at HQ. I'll explain everything. | need." 


But Lars cut him off. "You need to shut the fuck up. Damn you, Hammet, you screwed up big time. And as 
usual | gotta do damage control. Where did he go?" 


‘lm begging you. Come get me. I'll help you look for James. Don't leave me here." 
But Lars had already hung up. 


Kirk drew his legs up and hugged his knees. Keening softly to himself, he began to rock. He couldn't do much 
else. His world was collapsing and his mind was shutting down in protest. He decided that if he just sat there 
everything would return to normal. Lars was his best bud, he'd show up. And James, why he'd come strolling 


down the hallway, flash him one of those Het grins and tell him that everything's OK. 


He hoped they'd bring a blanket cause it was really chilly in the hallway. The one on James’ bed, if you please. 
It was one of those big, fluffy, down-filled comforters that he liked to snuggle under - especially after they 
made love. James would get up out of bed, undoubtedly to go get something to drink and Kirk would drift in a 
post-orgasmic haze. Safe and warm in the king-sized bed, he'd make a cocoon with the comforter. When James 
returned, he'd grumble at Kirk to let him under the covers but Kirk would pretend to be asleep. He'd clutch at 
the comforter and wouldn't give up an inch. James would growl. Kirk wouldn't open his eyes but instead tighten 


his grip. And then James would lean over him and.. 


"So your boyfriend's left. Isn't that a shame." 


Kirk looked up and saw Rob looming over him. "Hey, Rob. I'm just waiting for James. He's bringing me a blanket. 
I'm cold," he explained, matter-of-factly. 


"Really?" Rob smirked but he could see that it was wasted on Kirk. What the hell was wrong with him? He was 


pale, shaking like a leaf and his eyes were glazed over. 


Kirk nodded. "Yeah. | think he'll be here in about five minutes." 


"Five minutes?" Rob repeated. "Yeah sure." He stared down at Kirk He didn't care that the guitarist was looking 
undecidedly unwell, he was here and James wasn't. And he wanted Kirk so badly that he was willing to step 
over the edge to bed him. The short week they had spent together while James was in rehab was still fresh in 
his mind. Hard and fast - he had fallen for Kirk He was positive Kirk had felt the same way. But the second 
Kirk heard that James was rejoining the outside world he didn't even bother to give him a "see ya" kiss. You 
want to talk about pain? Rob wasn't even sure he could join Metallica when the offer was made. The idea of 
seeing Kirk and James together would surely be the final straw. But after a wild night with a bottle of tequila, 
a nose full of white powder and an |8-year-old boy whom he literally threw out of the house in the morning, 
he decided to channel his anger and frustration and just get even. Really, really even. And here was the 
opportunity that couldn't be any more perfect than if he had dreamt it up. The thought of hurting James 


even more than Kirk already had done this evening was too tempting to ignore. 


He chuckled softly. He was already so damned he didn't give a fuck anymore. 


Taking Kirk's arm, Rob gave it a tug. "Come on | have blankets. I'll get you warm." 


Kirk shook his head; his curls bounced "I have to wait here for James. And Lars. They're both coming to get 


me.” He patted the space next to him. "Sit down Wait with me." 


Rob bent down and put his hands underneath Kirk's armpits. "You know what? James called and said that he 


and Lars are going to meet up with us at my place." 


"Really?" Kirk looked at him with such a wide-eyed innocence that Rob almost cancelled his plans. But almost 


only counts in horseshoes and he sure as hell wasn't playing that game. 


"Really." Rob pulled Kirk up, noticing how limp his body was. What the fuck _was_ wrong with him? He leaned 
Kirk onto him for a second while readjusting his grip. This ought to be fun - NOT. He closed his eyes just for a 
moment while experiencing a brief moment of morality. He ought to at least call Bob and ask him what to do 


with the ailing Kirk. But screw it; Kirk's was starting to slide to the floor. Rob caught him up in his arms. 


"How perfect is this," Rob said softly and looked down at the man he was holding. Kirk sighed and smiled. 
Wrapping his arms around Rob's neck, he laid his head down on his chest. 


"You always warm me up, James," Kirk murmured. "You are my life. Please don't be angry with me." 


Rob threw back his head and laughed. Oh man, he thinks I'm James! Fuck yeah, this is so perfect! Absolutely 
fun fucking fantastic. 


Nothing is Easy 
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Who was the dumb shit that turned on the TV? Jason? For God's sake, it was so fucking loud! People yelling 
and swearing like demons. Fuck. And they're throwing shit so hard it sounded like mortars exploding in his den 


James pulled a pillow over his head to drown out the soundtrack All | wanna do is sleep and some ass has got 


to watch a freakin’ action movie with the surround sound turned up to "Kill." 


Snuggling deeper in the mattress, he tried to will himself back to dreamland. His effort lasted nearly an entire 
second until his brain kicked into gear and thoughts of what happened last night flooded into his consciousness. 
And then the mind dam really burst wide open covering his entire being, both physical and mental, with searing 
pain. If he weren't already lying down he would have fallen with the impact. He moaned and curled himself up as 


if trying to make himself a smaller target for the agony. 
It didn't work. 


Fuck. Fuck! FUCKING Alllll James reached around. Grabbing the pillow, he flung it across the room. It hit the top 
of his dresser, scattering the photos he kept there. He watched with some small satisfaction as the one taken 


of him and Lars on the very first day they met hit the floor, breaking the glass into pieces. 


Swinging his legs over the side of the bed, he sat up. He rubbed his hands over his face and tried to take a 
deep breath. It threatened to turn into a sob. 


"Just fucking terrific," James groaned. How the hell was he supposed to cope with his life now? The hell with 


dealing, just what was he going to do about EVERYTHING? 


Well there was one thing he had to take care of. You can always count on bodily functions and he had to pee 
like a racehorse. Then he had to unplug the damn TV and hide the remote because it was still so fucking LOUD! 


"There. You've got two things to accomplish. Don't you feel better now?" James asked himself. 


"Fuck you," was his reply. 


Oh yeah, this was turning out to be a great day and he hadn't even stood up yet. 


After performing his morning ablutions and pulling on a pair of jeans, he made his way out of his room. He 
reached the top of the stairs and couldn't help but notice the yelling sounded too damn real to be recorded. He 
paused to listen because he thought he should be at least prepared for one situation. Last night's revelations 
caught him so blissfully unaware and they turned out to be a real fucking eye-opener. He didn't want to repeat 
that again. 


He crept down a few steps and stopped. 


OK. So far so good. One voice belonged to Jason. Well, he did expect that - although a small part of him gave 
thanks to any passing gods that Jase was indeed still there. 


And the other one was Lars. Betrayer. Scumbag. Shithead. James sure as hell didn't want him in his house and 
he could feel rage building in his body. All he wanted to do was to pick Lars up and literally throw him out of 
the house. It wouldn't undo any of the damage done but it would give him a small sense of satisfaction. Real 


small - but it was the best he could think of right now. 


But he controlled the impulse and instead stood quietly to eavesdrop on his former band mates. 


‘lm telling you, Lars, just leave. I'm sure James will get in touch when he feels like it. And no, I'm not waking 


him up just so you can talk to him and I'll be damned if | let you upstairs so you can bug him." 


"You gonna stop me, Bass Boy? Who elected you his protector? And | see you didn't waste any time in getting 
over here. How did you know what happened? You stalking him now? Seeing him happy with Kirk making you 
miserable?" 


"Look, I'm not going to argue with you. Just go. | think you've caused enough damage for the time being" 


"Me? Its Kirk's fault. If he could have just kept his mouth shut. I'm just doing my usual clean-up job. Now if 
you just get out the way, | gotta straighten James out.” 


James heard Jason snort. "Oh man, you're going to make things right? Yeah, sure." 


"Fuck you. You don't even belong here. In fact this is really all your fault. If you didn't abandon us.." 


“Alright, thats enough!" Jason shouted. "This is about all | want to hear!" 


"Truth hurts, doesn't it? Jase, face it, if you hadn't left then James wouldn't have had a breakdown and." 


"Wait a second," Jason interrupted "Just one damn second. You mean to say that it would have been better if | 


stayed?" 


James couldn't hear Lars nod but he was sure that was the drummer's response. 


"Then you are one stupid, self-centered jerk! Would you rather have had him continue drinking, ruining his 
health and his head? You all should be thankful he decided to do something about his problem. Did you ever 
stop to think that my leaving was the catalyst that started his recovery?" 


James allowed himself a small smile. "Good point, Jason," he said quietly and decided that being on the steps a 


very good place to be. 


"How long did you wait till you looked for his replacement? About two hours after James checked himself into 
rehab? Talk about loyalty, no less love. You really make me sick. | can't believe | called you my brother. And a 
note? You really are a coward. You, Bob and Kirk. This is how you tell your best friend, the man who's been by 


your side for years, that he's expendable?" 


James was amazed that Jason wasn't letting Lars get a word in. When did he grow a pair? 


"Just what the fuck is wrong with you? Wait. You know what? | don't give a shit. Lars, you are lower than 
dirt" Jason continued his verbal assault. "Fucking pond scum. | never thought I'd say this but I'm glad | left." 


o great loss there, Jason," Lars sneered. 
"No great loss there, Jason," L d 


"Yeah, sure, asshole. But you know what?" Jason stopped yelling. 


James held his breath. 


He didn't even hear Lars. 


"You know what?" Jason repeated, his voice low and serious. "I think you've lost James and he's someone you 


can never replace. Even you won't be able to fix this one." 


"You're fucking insane! Get the fuck out of our lives, Jason. James never loved you, none of us did." 


Jason laughed. "This has nothing to do with me! Get that through your thick head, little man. It's you. This is all 
your fault" 


"Nol" Lars roared. "Not me!" 


And then there were sounds of scuffling and James decided that this was the opportune time to make his 
presence known. Descending the remainder of the steps, he rounded the corner only to quickly duck as his 


Grammy flew by his head. 


Ah yes, the mortar attack. 


Keeping low to avoid any more flying objects he hurried into the den to find Lars and Jason trading punches. 
His first instinct was to separate them but quickly decided that just maybe they needed to beat the shit out 


of each other - for a little while at least. And if there were anything left of Lars, he'd hit him once or twice 


for good measure. 


Lars was scrappy but Jason was quicker and James noted with a small sense of satisfaction the bassist had 
gained the upper hand. He faked a punch to Lars’ belly and then with the other fist he connected with the 


Dane's nose. 


James swore he heard the cartilage break He gave a low whistle. 


"Damn, Jason. Never knew you had that in you." James moved in to separate the two combatants. "That's it. 
Party's over. Lars, get the fuck out of my house. Jason, thanks, but | can fight my own battles." Grabbing the 
back of Lars' collar, he swung him around to face him. Leaning over so he could almost be at eye level he said 


evenly, "I'm serious. You're outta here." 


Lars spluttered, spit and blood flying. "James, get real. This is me you're talking to." 


"Thanks for pointing that out. Now, you can go quietly." James started towards the door dragging Lars in tow. 
"Or you can give me at least one good thing out of this fiasco. You can give me just one reason to finish what 
Jason started." 


"You got this all wrong!" Lars cried frantically as James opened the front door. "Don't do this! Let's talk!" 


"The time to talk is over. You had the chance, shit, a lot of chances and all you did was lie. | was sick, damn it, 


and all you could do was look for my replacement.” 


"No. It wasn't like that! James, please!" 


James shoved Lars up against the wall. Using his body to hold Lars in place, he put his hands around the man's 
neck. 


"Tell me." James demanded. "Tell me the truth or | swear you'll be joining Cliff. Did you or did you not seek out 


someone new?" 


Lars' eyes were wild with fright as he struggled to get out from James’ grasp but all he could do was manage 


to shake his head ‘no: 


"Oh Lars, I'm so very disappointed” James began to slowly tighten his grip. "Tell Cliff | said ‘hi: Can do that for 


me, you know, for old time's sake?" 


Jason appeared at James’ side. "Let him go," he said quietly, staring intently at James. 


"No!" James hissed. "He's a dead man" His strong hands squeezed just a little harder. "He's taken my life from 


me. | want to do the same to him." 


"| know. But you can't." 


"Don't you start with mel" James screamed. "You have no fucking idea what I'm feeling." He looked into Lars 


eyes. "But you do. Now. Finally." 


Jason grabbed James' arm. "I, of all people, know how it feels to lose the thing you love most in the world" He 


paused. "Remember, James? Remember what | lost when | left?" 


Slowly, oh so very slowly, James relaxed his hold on Lars. He turned and looked at his former lover as if this 
was the first time he was actually seeing Jason for who he was. "Oh fuck. l'm sorry,’ he said in a small voice. 


"lm so sorry. | never realized." 


"But now you do," Jason gave James a sorrowful smile. "Now you really have to let Lars go." 


‘In more ways than one, eh?" James shrugged, took his hands away from Lars' neck and turned his attention 


back to him. 


"That's it then. It's finished. l'm done. Call up my replacement and offer him the job." He motioned to the 


pressure marks that were forming on Lars' neck. "Consider that my letter of resignation" 


Lars opened his mouth to speak but James cut him off. "Nope. I'm getting the last word this time. Now get 
out" Backing away, he motioned at the open door. "Use it, Lars." 


Lars studied James for a long moment, and then edged his way into the doorway. "Just a thought to leave you 
with." he said, his voice raspy from the assault. "Rob has Kirk" With that he strolled out the door and down 
the walk. 


James slammed the door. "Fuck." 


Through the Eye of the Needle 
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Lars picked up his fax machine and threw it across the room. It crashed, joining the heap of its electronic 
brethren - cell phone, regular phone, computer and monitor, iPod, and Palm Pilot. If he could pry it off the wall, 


the plasma screen would die as well. 


All of them bringing him the worst news possible. All of them demanding responses to questions he couldn't 
answer. Didn't want to answer. Didn't want to face. The morning after James had kicked him out of his house, 
he had issued a press release. Short and terse, all it said was that he was no longer associated with Metallica 


and he wished Lars, Kirk and Rob well. All hell had broken loose that day. 


He stood in the middle of his office and howled. "That son of a bitch! Fucking asshole! He cannot do this to us. 
To me! I'll sue his ass off. Fucking James Hetfield | hate you! Hate youl | hope you die!" 


But he hated himself because he knew that his all manipulations and scheming to get Metallica where it was 
today was the cause of his overwhelming pain. He didn't think he could live with that fact. And right now he 


couldn't come up with one damn idea to make things right. 


He had done everything he knew how to change James’ mind. He called him. Left messages - James 
disconnected his land phone and got a new cell number. Wrote emails - James closed the account. Sent reams 
of pleas via Fedex - none of them were accepted. Drove over - the code had been changed on the security 


gates and, of course, he didn't know the new one. Buzzed the intercom - no one ever answered. 


As much as he hated to, Lars even called Jason's cell. That got him nowhere fast. All Jason ever said was 


‘James just wants to be left alone. When he's ready, he'll speak to you: 


And Kirk. Lars had no idea where he had gone off to. It was as if he and Rob dropped off the face of the 
earth. 


"James, oh shit, don't leave! Please, oh please. James, what will | do without you? | will not cry. | will not!" he 
screamed as movers hauled James’ every single thing out of HQ. He pressed his palms to his eyes as if that 
could wipe out the scene in his head. The open door. James motioning him through. The resolve in the face that 
he had seen practically every day for 20 years. The hard and determined face of the man he loved and 
admired. His best friend. The strong body that had held him in a lover's embrace. Comforted him. The hands 
around his neck. Oh God. The strong hands that could write songs, play guitar and be so tender. The voice that 
could rally thousands in a concert to sing along. Make him laugh so hard his breath would be taken away. All of 


it finished. Gone. 


Lars sunk down and pounded his fists into the floor. "Noooo! We are not done! Not done. Not done. Not done. 
NOT DONE!!! 
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Moving aside the drapes ever so slightly, Jason peeked out James' living room window. 


‘Its been almost two weeks, you'd think they'd fucking leave," he remarked to James on the siege that was 


camped out on the street. 
James shrugged his shoulders as he made his way into the kitchen. "Coffee?" 


"Yeah," Jason said as he turned away from the window and followed James. "But aren't all the media vultures 


driving you nuts? | know it's doing it to me." 


"Gotta learn to chill. Anyway, why the fuck should it bother you? You're escaping later on today." James busied 
himself with the coffee pot. 


"Can't | convince you to come with me?" Jason got the mugs out of the cabinet and set them down next to 


the pot. "Come on, James, you can't stay stuck in here forever." 


"Stop bugging mel" James shouted. "You've been at me ever since.." He suddenly stopped. "Ah man, I'm sorry. | 


didn't mean." 

Jason laid his hand on James’ arm. "It's ok. Don't apologize," he said softly. "You're stressed to the max." 

James nodded. "Maybe | ought to take my own advice." 

"Sounds like a good idea to me. Now, l'm going to ask you again so don't go biting my head off 

"Look. | appreciate everything you've done. | never thought you'd be here for me and I'll be grateful forever 
that you are. But | want to be alone for a while. | got a place. |.we.well. Damn!" James rushed through his next 
sentence. "Kirk and | bought a place, really secluded. We never did stay there though. That's where l'm headed." 


"Sure?" 


"Yes. I'm sure. Look. I'll be fine. I'll even call you when | get there. l'm planning on leaving late this afternoon 


Probably about the same time you are." 


The coffee was ready. James poured and Jason brought the mugs to the table. They sat opposite each other. 


"| mean it, Jase. If you hadn't shown up, | would have sat right here finished that bottle in no time. And then 
gone out and bought another. And another." He sat quietly, staring off into space, reliving the reasons why it 
almost happened. He was still in so much pain - during the past week it had gotten worse instead of better. Did 
he make the right decision when he gave himself a quickie ‘divorce’ from the band? Didn't he owe it to Lars to 
let him explain what went down? Maybe he had made a giant mistake. He did disappear into rehab without any 
explanations. The guys panicked. It was only natural - they didn't know what the fuck was going on. Could he 
really blame them for looking for a possible replacement? At that time he didn't know whether or not he was 
ever going to play again And if he hadn't a clue then how could he expect the guys to act any different? 


But then there was Kirk. How long did he wait before jumping into Rob's bed? A day? A month? Fucking I5 


minutes? 

James pushed his chair back and stared at the ceiling. "This is a fucking nightmare, Jase, and | can't wake up. | 
don't know..! just don't know." Tears appeared in the corners of his eyes but he didn't bother to wipe them. "It 
sucks big time, my man" He leaned down on the table and buried his face in his crossed arms. "It hurts so 


fucking much," he sobbed, his shoulders shaking. 


Jason quickly got up and walked over to James. Leaning over, he enveloped him in his arms. "Baby," he 


whispered. "I am so sorry. If | could take away your pain | would. But | can't" 

"S ok," James said, his voice muffled. 

‘Not really. But what | can do is listen and hold you, make sure you eat and sleep, keep busy." 
"Fucking babysitter! James cried. 


"A friend. I'm your friend. There's a difference." Jason straightened up but not before giving James a quick kiss 


on the back of his head. "And don't you forget it!" He left his hands on James’ shoulders and began to rub. 


James brought up his right hand and grabbed Jason's hand. "Thanks." He laughed harshly. "And after all the 


shit | pulled on you, you're here." 
"Pretty damn weird, huh?" Jason laughed as well but with a decidedly lighter tone. 


"Yeah, pretty damn fucking weird," James replied as he let go of Jason's hand. Standing up, he went over to the 
coffee pot for a refill. "More?" he asked, holding up the pot. 


"Always more, James," Jason replied softly. 
James’ head jerked up. Those words. Shit. Those fucking dangerous words; Jason's meaning was clear. He slowly 


put down the pot, thought to himself ‘why the fuck not, and grinned for the first time in what seemed to him 


forever. "I'm angry," he began, his hands starting to curl into fists, "really angry." 


‘| was hoping you would be." 

"You're a sick fuck." 

"Yeah..and you need it as bad as | do." 

James turned around and crooked his finger at Jason. "C'mere," he growled. 
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Kirk wet his finger with his tongue, drew it across the residue from the mirror and returned his finger to his 


mouth to rub his gums with it. He laughed as his body trembled. "Oh man, this is great! | haven't done this in 
a long time. Thanks." 


"No prob," Rob smiled. "I got plenty." 


Bang Your Head 


Disclaimer: | don't know these folks and they don't know me. This fic is 
just that - not real - hasn't happened and will never happen. It's a 


product of my imagination. | mean no harm and only want to entertain. 


As he had ended almost every evening since his arrival, James took his coffee outside to sit on the front 
porch. Settling into the chair, he leaned his head back and closed his eyes. He liked this time of day. The 
transition from light to dark; the day denizens of the forest making way for the creatures of the night. 
Carefully listening, he could hear the rhythm of the earth change. He liked the sounds of the dark; it brought 
him a sense of completion for his labors. He had worked hard these last three months. He chopped, split and 
stacked enough wood to last a very cold winter. He recaulked all the windows. He repaired the dock down by the 
lake and cleared brush away from the house. Most days he worked without a shirt and the sun kissed his hair 
and body leaving behind a beautiful gold sheen. He lost the little gut that was beginning to creep over the 
waistband of his jeans. And for the first time in a very long while he didn't worry about his hands getting 
bruised. 


But James was getting restless and knew this self-imposed isolation was coming to a close. It was time to 
rejoin the living. He wanted to speak with Lars and Kirk and seriously listen to what they had to say. If it was 
painful to him, so be it. He was ready. He only hoped they were too. 


"Rob?" 

eee: 

"| don't feel so good” 

"| got just what the doctor ordered 


"| dunno." 


"Don't give me that shit." 


"l.l guess you're right. OK, pass it over." 


" leave your number." 


Damn voice mail. 


"Lars. Hey, it's James. I'm back. I'd like to get together. Uh, you, me and Kirk or just you and |. | want to sit 
down and talk Really talk. Give me a call. Please." James hung the phone up and went back to the job of 
resettling into his house. He and Jason had straightened and shut it tight before they left so it just basically 


needed a good airing and a restocking of the refrigerator. 


He'd go to the store tomorrow. Even though it was only I0 pm, it was already late for him. He was now used 
to going to sleep about two hours after sunset and then waking around dawn. Checking to make sure the 


downstairs was secure, he made his way up to his room and got himself ready for bed. 


As he lay in the darkened room he thought that perhaps he ought to buy himself at least a new mattress. 
This was the bed that he and Kirk shared and it felt very strange indeed not to have him next to him. Yeah, 
he sure didn't give his lover a chance to explain, did he? Sometimes you are a fool, he admonished himself as 


he drifted off to sleep. Look up ‘moron in the dictionary and you'd find him as an illustration 


James sat up in bed with a start. Relived to discover the lawn mower chasing him had only been a dream, it 
still took him a minute or so to realize that the buzzing noise was actually the front gate intercom. What the 


fuck? He fumbled for the phone on the nightstand; it was hooked up to his security system. 


"What?" he mumbled. 


"Hey, dick, let me in 


Lars! 


"Oh man, | have missed hearing your voice!" James smiled broadly. 


"f you let me the fuck in you can see as well as hear me." 


James laughed. "You got it” He pressed a few keys on the receiver that opened the gate, set the phone down 
and stood up. By the time he pulled on a pair of jeans and got downstairs, Lars was leaning on the doorbell and 


yapping loudly about getting his key back. 


James swung the door opened and he and Lars stared at each other for a moment, each man trying to read 


the other. 


That was all the time Lars could stay silent. Shouting, "it's about fucking time!" he rushed into James’ arms 


that were spread open in welcome. 


There was a lot of back slapping, hugging, ‘I'm sorry, it was my fault, and ‘can you ever forgive me? Both 
men got a little teary and they laughed at one another for being sappy. 
It felt good to be together again. 


"Help me bring some stuff in from the car," Lars instructed as he went to the door. "Figured you didn't go 
shopping yet" 


James smiled in appreciation. "How'd you know?" he asked as he followed Lars outside. 


"When did you ever have your shit together after coming back from a tour or a trip?" Lars replied as he 


handed James grocery bags. "You were away. Same thing.” 


James chuckled. "Never?" 


"Bingo!" Lars shut the trunk and they walked back into the house and down the hallway to the kitchen. Working 
quickly, they had the bags unpacked in a few minutes and were sitting at the table, waiting for coffee to brew. 


Lars reached over and took James' hand in his. "I didn't think this day would ever come." he began slowly, 
twining his fingers in James’. "| caused you so much pain. | fucked up big time. While you've been gore, I've 
spent countless hours finally being honest with myself. You wanna talk about pain!" 


"Lars, |..." 


"No, let me finish." Lars saw James’ eyebrow rise in question. "Funny, huh? Me actually saying l'm gonna finish 
talking." He took a breath and continued. "I realized that | lost sight of you as a person and you're weren't just 
a part of the machine. When you were broken, | didn't wait to see if you could be fixed. | just decided to 
replace the part. It was my idea. No one else was involved. When | told Rock and Kirk of my plan, well, let's just 
say | bullied them into it. When we learned you were coming back, | made them swear to secrecy. No one else 
knew." 


James got up to pour the coffee. "How did Rob find out?" 


"That | don't know. Kirk?" 


James shrugged his shoulders. "Maybe. But who wrote the note?" 


"Rob? Jason?" 


"Not Jason" James snapped. "If it wasn't for him, I'd be dead" 


"But" 


"No!" James raised his voice. "Leave Jason out of this!" 


Although Lars thought James wrong, he didn't pursue the matter. He had been learning how to back off, no 
matter how difficult it was. "Fine. Cross Jason off the list of suspects." 


"Damn right." James picked up the steaming mugs, brought them to the table and sat down. "Thanks for the 


coffee beans. Smells great." 


Lars flashed him a quick grin. "No prob." He grew serious again. "OK, if it's not Jason then we're left with Rob." 


"Yeah. But that doesn't make me feel comfortable either. Fuck. | know he was pissed about the right | denied 
him Kirk but | dunno." 


They both took tentative sips of the hot brew. 


| saw them, you know," Lars said quietly. 


"Jason and Rob?" 


"Kirk and Rob." 


| see." James expected it but having it confirmed was a different thing altogether. His face reddened with 
sudden anger and a pang of jealousy. 


Lars watched as James brought himself under control and nodded his approval. "Good deal." 


"Yeah well, it ain't easy." He rested his elbows on the table and leaned forward. "Tell me then" 


"About two weeks ago. At a club." 


"So what did they have to say for themselves?" 


"I didn't get to talk to them. By the time | got over to where they were, they had left" 


"They didn't wait?" 


"They didn't see me. And it was too fucking noisy to yell" Lars paused for a second then plunged ahead with 
the rest of his tale. "Kirk looked real bad. Rob didn't. But, man, Kirk was one sick pup." 


"Like he had the flu?" 


"Like | wish. No, he's doing the powder again" 


"Fuck. You sure?" 


"James. l'm sure.” 


"Fuck. How bad?" 


"Very." Lars stood up to refill his mug. "Dark rings under his eyes which were red and sunken. His nose was 
running. His hair was a like a rat's nest. He's gotten so thin Shit, at first | didn't recognize him! | thought that 
Rob had picked up some low life off the street. Come on! Kirk? Looking like crap?" 


"And the only other time he slobbed out was.." James looked to Lars to finish the sentence. 


And he did. "When he was doing coke." 


"Fuck." 


"That was the first time I've had any sort of contact with either of them. And it wasn't like | didn't try 
after..." 


"Yeah, OK, after | left." 


"Right. But it was like they had vanished. | couldn't even find ‘em." 


"Damn, Lars, your spy network slipping?" James teased. 


"Shut the fuck up. | knew where your ass was though." 


"Didya now?" James was amused. "And you never once came up to visit?" 


| wanted to; every day for the first month it was a struggle not to. It took me a while but | realized how 
much | fucked things up. |..| don't deserve your forgiveness and I'm not even going to ask you for it. I'm 
actually shocked that you called me, no less invited me back into your home. | didn't expect it. | just." Lars bit 
his lip to keep from weeping. "..want you to know how so very sorry | am for what | did. For everything. If you 
would just let me try to make it up to you, I'd." 


‘Some of the blame rests on my shoulders, too," James broke in. "And we could recite an entire litany of ‘if | 


only’ but that won't move us forward, will it?" 


Lars nodded his head in agreement. 


| don't know if we can repair what we had." 


Lars' face fell. "It's really fucked" 


"Got that right. But we can begin by taking small steps to regain our trust in one another. Hang out, you know, 
that sort of stuff." 


"I'd like that" Lars breathed a sigh of relief. "Maybe we could check in on Kirk?" he asked hopefully. 


"Kirk made a choice," James said harshly. 


"Het. Man. He's in trouble!" Lars tried to see into James’ eyes but he was being ignored. 


"Choices." 


"NO!" Lars went over to James, grabbed his chin and forced his face up to meet his gaze. "I don't think he had 
a choice." Lars let go off James’ chin and put his hands on his shoulders. "We both walked away from him, 


didn't even bother to look back. He was lost." 


"So was |. You too." James had that stubborn look about him. 


"Yeah but we're made of stronger stuff." Lars wasn't going to let this drop. "You just spoke about regaining 


trust. If this isn't a perfect opportunity...” 


“Alright, alright. We'll do it." 


Lars leaned over and gave James a hug. He closed his eyes and thanked the heavens when James put his arms 


around his waist and returned the gesture. "Thank you," Lars murmured. "James." 
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"Money doesn't grow on trees, ya know." 


"Huh?" 


"This shit costs money." 


"Yeah. So? | have enough to last three lifetimes." 


"Your accounts are frozen. Tied up in legal land. This, by the way, is how much they don't care about you." 


"No. Can't bel" 


Silence. 
"lll sell a guitar then" 


"And part with your babies? No, man, | got a better way for you to earn your candy...” 


For Later 
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Lars lifted his beer. James raised his club soda. They clicked the glass together in salute to one another and 


each took a drink of their respective refreshment. 


The bar was noisy with patrons and the heavy metal blaring from the jukebox. James could barely hear 
himself think especially as he was newly back from the woods. He leaned over to shout in Lars’ ear. "I can't 


believe you actually came in here alone." 
"Why?" 
James laughed at Lars' question. "Fairly rough trade in this place. Little pixie like you.." 


"Fuck off, dick!" But Lars was grinning. "Actually | was surprised at myself as well. You know how much | prefer 


the Hollywood set" 

James rolled his eyes. Lars did as well. They looked at one another in amusement and deep affection. 
"Jerk" 

"Emerald-eyed Pixie." 

Lars gave his best Het growl imitation. "I may be short but l'm powerful." 


"Riiiiiight." And because of the type of establishment it was, James moved his chair closer to Lars and slung 


his arm over his shoulder. "So this is where you saw Kirk and Rob?" 


"Shit! 


"You know it." 


Taking hold of the opportunity, Lars leaned back a litle further into James. His action could be damn close to 
being a snuggle but it had been so long since he was this close to him. He had missed the contact, the security 
it brought to him, the rightness of being together. Anyway, he couldn't help but notice how fit James was 
these days and he wanted to feel some of it. The all black clothes set against the tanned skin, the longer hair 


and the outdoorsy scent made Lars just a wee bit week in the knees. 


James tightened his hold, leaned over and lightly kissed the back of Lars' head. 


To the average person the two may have looked laid back but in reality both men were on guard. From years 
of being in public they had learned to be ready for anything but not to appear the part. Surprise was always a 
good defense. No words on the subject passed between them but this bar was exactly the type of place where 
they just might need to be wary. Their search for Kirk landed them in a biker/leather bar which was why 
James was amused upon learning Lars had been here solo. As Lars pointed out, this was not exactly his typical 


watering hole. 


In his drinking days, James would take his bike and cruise around to taverns like this. Not all the time, just on 
the odd night when he was tired of beating on Jason and wanted someone new to absorb his anger. He never 


brought any one with him, never discussed these midnight runs but he was sure they all knew. 


Two club sodas later and with no sign of Kirk or Rob, James had to pee. With a "Be right back" to Lars, he 
made his way to the men's room. Lars couldn't help but admire James’ ass as he walked away from the table. 
He really had gotten himself into shape. From the bold stares he was getting, he wasn't the only one who 
thought so. Damn, they hadn't shared a bed in years. Lars never did stop lusting after James. He didn't think 


James felt the same way about him anymore though. Damn. 


The bathroom was at the end of a long hallway that had doors on either side of it. They opened onto rooms 


where one could get a semblance of privacy, if a person had the desire to be there. They were downright 
disgusting and filthy. James didn't have a problem with degradation, he just preferred to mete it out in an 
environment where the walls weren't alive with bacteria. He wanted to be the only nasty species; he hated to 


share top billing. 


There were a small crowd milling around one of the doorways and James had to squeeze by a few lowlifes. He 
glanced in the room as he slid by and grimaced. It wasn't a pretty sight. They had some poor guy on his hands 
and knees sucking on a dude's cock all the while being fucked by another. Looked like the others were just 

waiting their turn. He shook his head and continued on, only to be stopped by a big hand grasping his shoulder. 


"Hey." 


Fucking great. James did not want any trouble; he just wanted to take a leak. The thought of not remembering 
how to be menacing briefly crossed his mind. But years of being The Mighty Hetfield overrode the ‘correct 
responses he learned in therapy. Reaching up, he pushed the hand off and turned around. 


"Do that again and I'll break your fucking hand,” he snarled. 


The biker-type backpedaled and held up his hands. "Sorry, man. Take it easy. | was just gonna offer you a 
freebie in there." He jerked back his thumb in the general direction of the room James just walked by. 


"Not interested" 


"Yah sure? | mean, being who you are and all." 


James shook his head and growled. "I said | wasn't interested" 


"Thought you would be." The guy shrugged. "Forget it" 


"Damn right." James pivoted and resumed his quest for the bathroom. 


"METALLIC KICKS ASS!" 


"Yeah, thanks." James called out in reply. ‘But not anymore,’ he grimly thought to himself. ‘Not anymore: 


Finally! Blessed relief. He stayed in there long enough to piss and quickly left. He didn't encounter the doorway 


crowd again; this time the door was shut. Rejoining Lars, he motioned for him to stand. 


"Come on, let's go. They're not gonna show tonight." Not gaining any headway in their search for Kirk had put 
James in a foul mood. 


Lars stood up. "You're right. Gimme a sec. Gotta get rid of the beer." And he dashed off on his own men's 


room journey. 


"Make it snappy," James muttered, although he knew Lars couldn't hear him. "I want to get the hell away from 
this pit." He grabbed his jacket from the back of his chair and put it on He reached for Lars’ jacket as well, 
anything to speed up their departure. He was digging in his pocket for his car key when he heard loud voices 
coming from that damned hallway. And it just wasn't any vocals, one of them was Lars’. What the fuck had he 
gotten himself into? Really didn't matter. Whatever it was, he had to rescue him from it. He started forward, 


gearing himself up for a possible confrontation, when he saw Lars wildly gesturing at him, yelling his name. 


"James! He's here! | saw him! Come onl" And he took off back down the hall. 


‘He' could only mean one person and James sped after Lars. Shit! He had just been down there too. How come 
he didn't see him? He followed Lars through a storage room, out a back door and caught up with him in the 
parking lot. 


"FUCK!" Lars yelled. "They hustled Kirk into a car and drove off before | could get to him." 


"Who did? Which direction? What kind of car?" James demanded. 


"| don't know!" Lars cried. "Didn't see any faces ‘cept for Kirk" 


"DAMN!" James roared and grabbed Lars‘ shoulders. "You are about as useless as..." 


Lars pushed James away. "FUCK YOU! Don't go blaming me, dick! You probably walked right on by him... 


James went to grab for Lars again, this time to punch him but was stopped by the sound of someone laughing. 
He looked around and saw it was the hallway biker. Deciding he didn't like this guy from the get-go, and as it 
was undoubtedly better to take his anger out on him rather than Lars, James rapidly covered the distance 
between them and shoved him against the wall of the building. 


"What the fuck you laughing at, asshole?" James had his forearm up against the guy's throat and was pressing 
down on his windpipe. "You got something to tell me?" 


The biker's expression went from glee to one of panic. "Man," he croaked, "Let me go." 


"Share the joke, asshole." 


"No joke!" He began to struggle to get out of James’ hold. "I swear!" 


"Don't believe you," James pushed harder. 


"Neither do |," Lars added as he came up beside James. "I think he knows something about Kirk" 


"Yeah, | think he does too," James nodded in agreement but didn't take his eyes off of the biker. "You have I0 


seconds to tell us what you know." 


"What the fuck you talking about? You guys are crazy!" 


"Nine." James began the countdown. 


"You're fucking famous! You can't do this!" 


"Eight" 


"If | were you," Lars began quietly, "I'd start talking." 


"Nothing to talk about!" 


"Seven" 


"You really should take my advice." 


"Six," James hissed. 


"Get the fuck off mel" 


"You're wasting time, man," 


"Five." 


"Shit, you must have a death wish." 


The biker frantically shook his head no. 


"Or know a good plastic surgeon," Lars chuckled and James joined in, evil in his eyes. 


"Four" 


"OK, its your funeral. Just trying to save your sorry ass." 


"Fucking freaks!" Try as he might, he could not break free of James’ hold. He had broken out in a cold sweat. 


"Three." 


"Now or never. It's up to you." Lars regarded the biker with a thoughtful look "Just trying to help you here, 
although | don't know why." 


"Two. 


"Hope your medical insurance is paid up." 


"Nothing! | swear!" 


"Last chancel" Lars said in a singsong voice. "Tell us what you know about Kirk." 


"Who's Kirk? | don't know a Kirk!" the biker cried in a panic. 


"Wrong answer. Kiss your ass goodbye." 


James drew his fist back. "0." 


"Wait! Wait!" The biker blubbered. "I'll talk! Just don't hit me!" 


James held back his punch but didn't lower his fist. 


"You are such a pansy." Lars snorted. "Some tough guy. OK, go on, we're listening.” 


"The guy in the car. They call him Kirk” 


"They who?" Lars asked 


"The two dudes that are always with him." 


Lars didn’t like the sound of that and glanced at James. You could tell by the way he was working his lower jaw 
he didn't like it either. 


Lars turned his attention back to the biker. "Names?" 


"They'll kill me, man!" 


"As if we won't?" Lars paused. "Hit the fucker, James, cause if you don't, | will” 


"OK! OK! Jay and Truth. That's their names." 


"Truth?" 


"Yeah, like in telling the truth." 


"As you had better be." Lars thought for a second. "How about ‘Tru as in the last name Trujillo?" 


"Maybe. | dunno. All | do know is that they bring him around here and a few other places and charge for his 


services.” 


James paled. "No," he whispered. 


Lars felt like he had been punched in the gut. 


"They can do it cause he's Metallica Like you guys! Which is why | stopped you in the hall. |..| thought you'd 


want a go." 


Lars wanted to throw up; he couldn't begin to imagine how James was dealing with this information. "Where do 


they live?" 


"Don't know!" he cried out and slumped as Lars drove his fist into his belly. 


James gave a low whistle. "Way to go, Lars" He steadied the biker, although now this description seemed 


inappropriate. "Now," he said to their informant. "This is bullshit. Where the fuck do they live?" 


An address was given and a hopeful plea to be let go was added. 


James and Lars seemed to be seriously considering this for a moment; that was until James swung the guy on 
the ground and they both started to kick him. It was brutal. It was swift. They didn't care. And to certain their 
victim didn't alert any one, they stripped, hog-tied and gagged him with his own clothes, pocketed his wallet and 
cell and threw him into the bar's dumpster. Grabbing either side of the lid, they closed it and rejoined one 


another. 


"| gotta do this," Lars panted. 


"Do what?" James asked cautiously. 


"This!" Lars thrust up his palm. "Come on! High five me, Het!" 


James burst out laughing. "You're insane." 


"Yeah, so? Teamwork, man! We still have it." 


"Crazy. That's what you are." But as he shook his head at the state of Lars‘ mental health, he returned the 


gesture and grinned. 


"Alright!" 


But they both got serious again as they made their way to Beast. 


"l'm afraid, Lars." James confessed they drove away. "Afraid of what we're gonna find." 


"Me too," was Lars' reply. "Yeah, me too." 


Rocks on the Road 


Disclaimer: | don't know these folks and they don't know me. This is 
fiction - not real - hasn't happened and will never happen. It's a 


product of my imagination. | mean no harm and only want to entertain. 
"They're coming for us, you know.’ 

"Big fucking deal. Let em." 

"| don't think that's a good idea. We oughta split." 

"They don't know where we are." 


"Yeah, they do. Now that they know Kirk was there, they'll tear up the bar till they get what they need to 


know." 
"You give ‘em too much credit. One's filled with hot air and the other's afraid of his own shadow." 


"Listen to me. This is Kirk we're talking about. He's the third part of their trinity. No matter what's gone down, 


well, all is forgotten and forgiven." 
"You're wrong." 


"Not this time." A shrug. "I'm leaving then. Give myself a head start, get out of the state for a while. Maybe 
the country." 


"Waste of energy.” 


‘lm just trying to live just a little longer, | know eventually they'll catch up with me." 


"Pussy." 


"Fine. Call me names. Don't give a shit" 


A dismissive wave of a hand. 


Another shrug. 


And the sound of a door closing, signaling the end of a perverted partnership. 


AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 


James pulled the truck off to the side of the road and switched the hazard lights on. "I think we're almost 
there," he said, staring straight ahead. 


"I think so too," Lars replied, nonplused that they had stopped. He had been expecting this for the last five 


miles. 


"| saw him. Back at the bar. But | didn't know it was him." James' voice had a catch to it and he became intent 


on regaining control. 


Lars waited patiently for James to continue. 


"| didn't see his face..or his tats. There was a bunch of..ch fuck!" James hit the steering wheel with the back 
of his hand. "We're just there to get him. I'm not looking for a fight. But if provoked.” 


‘lm right there with you." 


James nodded. "I know that..finally." 


Lars shifted in his seat to look at James. "Stop it. We're not going to think like that anymore. We can't live in 
the past. What's done is done. | fucked up. You fucked up. There isn't anyone that hasn't. It's what we do now 


that matters." He reached out and put his hand on James’ shoulder. "It's what we do in the future." 


James gave Lars a smile, albeit a tired one. "When the hell did you get so smart?" 


"Fuck you, I've always been the brains in this outfit. And don't you forget it" Lars lightly punched James in the 


arm. "Come on, let's get going." 


James put the truck back in gear. "Thanks. | mean it" 


"Yeah, yeah." 


"Ass," James muttered as he eased the truck back on the road. 


"Right back atcha," Lars retorted under his breath as he turned to face forward. 


They both grinned at the warm and cozy feeling of friendship that filled the cab. And it stayed like that until 


Lars grew serious. "I'm scared for Kirk" 


"Me too, Lars. Me too" 


AAAAAAAA AA AAA AAA AAAAAAAA AAA AA AA AAAAAAAAAA 


AAAAAAAAAA AAA AAA AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 


James picked up a kitchen chair and threw it against the wall. "I WILL KILL HIM!" He was howling, seething with 
rage. "| AM GOING TO RIP HIS HEART OUT!" He and Lars had just concluded their house search and found it to 
be empty. "MOTHERFUCKER!" He grabbed another chair and was about to throw it as well when Lars called 


from the living room. 


"Prick left us something. You better get in here." 


James tossed the chair down and strode in to join Lars. "What'd you find?" 


Lars was holding up two items, a piece of paper with the words ‘Watch Me’ written on it and a video. Handing 
the note to James, he went over to the TV, turned it on and popped the tape in the VCR. Grabbing the remote, 
he looked at James. "You ready for this?" 


"No. Are you?" 


"Nope," Lars replied as he aimed the remote at the TV, pressed the "on" button and sat down on the couch. 
James joined him, his long legs stretched out in front of him. 


Kirk appeared on the screen, not a surprise to either of the two men. His eyes were red; he had been crying. 


| can't get hold of either of you. | thought that maybe if you see this, one of you will call. Its hard to think 
that you guys have cut me out so quickly. I'm so sorry for the pain I've caused. If | could just see you..please... 


| want to explain. I'm at Rob's." 


At this point, Kirk looked beyond the camera. "You'll make a copy and be sure it gets to both of them, right?" 


You could hear Rob say, "Right" 


Lars paused the tape. "I never got this. Did you?" 


"No," was the terse reply. 


"Thought so." Lars hit ‘play’ and there was about 30 seconds of static and then Kirk was back. He was clearly 
agitated. "| have to read about my life being torn out from under me from the fucking TV? You guys don't 
have the decency to call? James issues a press release and that's it? The end of us? You fucking wish me 
well? What the fuck is this all about? OK, | screwed up. | made a huge mistake. But, James, you can't come 
over and face me? And Lars, thanks a whole hell of a lot for not coming over to HQ and picking me up! | was 
freaking and what, you think, ‘oh, it's just flaky Kirk having a panic attack He can cope. | got my own problems: 
Untuckingbelievable..." 


James grabbed the remote out of Lars’ hand and hit ‘pause. "He called you?" 


"Ja. He told me what went down. | was so angry that | hung up on him while he was pleading with me to come 


pick him up." 


"So basically we both deserted him." 


"Yeah." 


"Damn." James continued the tape. 


"| don't understand why at least one of you won't return my calls. | thought for sure you would after seeing 


the first tape. Maybe this one will do the trick" 


More static. 


James laid the remote down between them. "I'm beginning to think Rob never sent these to us." 


"| bet Kirk thinks Rob's putting in a fresh tape for each message." Lars added. "After all, he's ‘sending’ them to 
us. Kirk's so upset, he's not checking details." 


‘lm not gonna bet you cause | know you're right.” 


Kirk again. Clearly the situation was taking a toll on him. Pale and trembling, it didn't look like he had slept in a 
while. "James. l'm begging you. Please call me, write me a letter, email..something. We drove by the house 
today. Our house, or at least | thought it was. | had the keys with me and Rob was willing to stop but | 
couldn't go in. It looked so fucking empty and cold. Without you, it's not a home. | don't even want my stuff 
from there." Kirk closed his eyes for a second and when he opened them, they were teary. "It's been more 
than a month. Why are you punishing me this way? | love you. | thought you loved me. James, please. |..'Il.oh 
forget it. At least do one thing. My money; | can't access my accounts anymore. Rob says they've been frozen 
cause of legal bullshit. Are you guys suing me? Each other? What's the deal? | don't understand." 


This time it was Lars who stopped the tape. "I didn't do anything with his funds. Did you?" 


"I thought about messing around with your money...” 


Lars snorted. "Figures." 


"Yeah, well." 


"Why didn't he just call someone at HQ?" 


"Cause he's not thinking straight. Cause we left him high and dry. Cause Rob's there and we're not" James 
motioned to the TV. "Roll it, Cecil." 


Kirk wiped his damp eyes with a tissue. "So if one of you could call and just tell me whats going on.please... 
cause this is my last tape. | can't keep doing this. It hurts too much to think you're ignoring me while | plead 
with you. All the shit that went down with us. All the years.." He shook his head. "Fuck. If | have to explain then 


| guess it all meant nothing. But I'll always love you, James. Lars. And...” 


Static. 


‘Guess that's it" Lars quickly stood up to turn off the TV because he didn't want James to see his face. He 
was ashamed at his behavior, angry with himself for being so self-centered and for his total disregard of Kirk. 


He imagined James must have been feeling the same but only more. And it seemed that they were no closer 


to finding Kirk. 


Cheerio..almost 


Disclaimer: | don't know these folks and they don't know me. This is 
fiction - not real - hasn't happened and will never happen. It's a product 


of my imagination. | mean no harm and only want to entertain. 


AAAAAAAAAA AAA AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 


Lars was on the phone but waved James into his home office, motioning him to take a seat. He did, stretching 
his long length out on the couch. He couldn't help but notice how worn his friend appeared; he knew he didn't 
look any better. Their search for Kirk was taking its toll. They followed through with every damn lead they ran 
across and every damn lead proved fruitless. And now they were even running out of useless bits of 
information. To say that they were frustrated would be an understatement. Together they had categorized, 
labeled, charted and investigated every Kirk sighting, hoping that one of them would be the one to bring him 
home. Nothing ever panned out. It was as if after that one night at the bar, Rob, Kirk and Jason had vanished. 


Jason. James winced as he recalled seeing his ex-lover on that video. Fucking bastard. Fucking prick, lower than 
scum son of a bitch. How the fuck did he go from being so tender, so fucking caring that night when he almost 
took a drink to an absolute fiend who laughed as he held Kirk down so some freak could rape him. 


Turned out there was about two more hours on that tape. Lars had discovered the additional footage by 
accident; he was watching it again at his house and left the room after the final plea from Kirk, thinking it 
would just rewind itself when it was finished. When he returned, he was horrified to see Kirk involved in the all 
too familiar cocaine ritual. Mirror, razor blade, rolled up $100 bill - it was all there in living color. He had called 
James, who could barely understand a word Lars was saying because he was babbling in every language he 
spoke. James did, however, comprehend the urgency in Lars' speech and he made it to the drummer's house in 


record time. 


Grim-faced, Lars had led James into his den and ran the video for him. It was the stuff of nightmares, brief 
glimpses and an occasional longer view of Kirk's descent into hell. Coke, speed, downers - the guitarist took 
them all with Rob's evilly gleeful encouragement. Not only did he physically feed Kirk these poisons, he filled his 
head with wicked lies about Lars and James. Especially James. ‘He never loved you: ‘He abandoned you: ‘Took 
your money: ‘Doesn't have the balls to seek you out! ‘Was sleeping with Lars while he lived with you: ‘Had 
Jason move in the day after he left you at HQ: ‘Prefers the dark side of sex with Jase rather than the vanilla 
kind with you: ‘It was always him and Lars, you were an outsider like Jase. Kirk refuted Rob's words in the 
beginning but as time went on and the drugs took possession of his world, he had no choice but to believe 


them. 


The scenes weren't dated; they had no way of knowing how much time had past. But did it really matter? 
Rob's grip on Kirk only got stronger while Kirk's resolve only got weaker, until one day when it upped and 
disappeared. 


The TV screen had filled with the image of Kirk on his knees giving Rob a blowjob. What followed was a 
depravity hell for Kirk. Difficult enough to watch Rob and Jason fucking him but seeing snippets of their friend 


being debased and abused was almost too much for them to bear. 

When the last image of Kirk writhing in agony faded from the screen, James stood up, crossed over to the 
VCR and savagely pulled out the video. Breaking the plastic, he started to pull the tape out. 

"You got a shredder, right?" 

"Right." 

"Then let's shred this, burn the remains, burn it twice if need be and toss the ashes into the ocean" 

The sound of Lars slamming the phone down brought James back to the present. He glanced over at his friend 
and could tell at once that he was agitated about something. 

"Who was on the phone?" 

"No one," Lars replied as his fingers drummed on the desk and his teeth ribbled his lower lip. 

"Yeah? Sure there's nothing you want to share with me?" James asked lazily but aware of Lars' nervous state. 
"Fuck the Dr Phil words. Let's drop it" Lars snapped as he stood up, shoving his chair against the wall. 

James had two options; he could actively pursue this line of questioning or let it go - for now. He decided that 
continuing his current line of inquiry would only provoke Lars into being an even more stubborn fuck than he 
usually was. It would be far easier to draw out whatever was bugging him later, after he had calmed down. 
Besides, these days the two of them confided in just about every thought. Lars would come clean in a few 


hours at most. 


Choosing to appear as if he was indeed going to ‘drop it; James asked, "You hungry? Let's go to lunch. I'm 
buying.’ 


"Make it dinner. | gotta run an errand." Lars replied as he headed out of the room. 
James got up and followed him. "Well, let's run your errand, and then we'll stop and eat. I'm starved." 


"Don't know how long its gonna take," Lars said as he stopped at the table by the front door and picked up his 
keys. 


James shrugged. "All | got is time," he replied casually, not too keen on how Lars was acting. Whoever was on 


the phone had set him off and that got his ‘Lars is up to something’ radar running. 


Lars jangled the car keys in his hand as he opened the front door. "Don't want to put you out. Let's plan for 6 
o'clock. I'll swing by your place and pick you up." 


"But | want to eat now!" James could do his share of whining and if he pissed Lars off, maybe he'd stop to 
argue and he just might be able to find out what was going on. Screw waiting for later. 


I'm not stopping you. Get something on your way home. | don't care. Stay here if you want. Raid my kitchen | 
just gotta do something.” Lars left James standing in the foyer as he hurried to his car. 


Well, that plan sucked, James thought to himself while following his friend. So much for games, he'd have to go 
for the direct approach. 


"Hang on there, bud!" James caught up with Lars and grabbed his arm to stop him from getting into his car. 
"What's going on? Where you off to? Was that about Kirk?" 


"We playing 20 Questions now?" Lars swiped James' hand off his arm and opened the car door. "Aren't | 


allowed some private time?" 

"What's with the ‘tude, dude?" James took hold of Lars again. 

"When was the last time you picked up a guitar?" 

James shook his head as if to clear his hearing. "WHAT?" Where was this coming from? 
"Simple enough question. When's the last." 


"Yeah, yeah. Heard you the first time." James put his hands on Lars' shoulders and leaned down so they were 
inches from each other. "What. The. Fuck. Is. Going. On?" 


Lars threw up his hands. "Ok. Fine. If you don't trust me, get in the fucking car and come with me." 

"Nothing to do with trust, bud. You're just being weirder than usual." All James could see was that stupid 
robot waving his arms about and bleating "Danger, Will Robinson!" Lars gave up way too easily but he did say 
that James could come along so he wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth. "Don't mind if | do 
accompany you. Nice day for a drive." He was about to let go of Lars when he changed his mind and instead 
drew him in an embrace. "Love you," he said softly. 


The Dane resisted for a second but then relaxed into James’ hold. "Love you too, big guy.’ 


James smiled to himself and nuzzled the top of Lars' head with his chin. "We've been under a lot of pressure 


and it's getting to us. What do you say you and me get away for a few days? You wanna go to Denmark?" 
Lars snorted. "To see all my relatives? You nuts?" 


"If nothing else, we'll be distracted," James said soberly. "And we can be back in no time if there's news 


about..." 


Lars sighed, wrapped his arms around James’ waist and rested his head on James’ chest. "Fuck You're right, of 


course. Wish it wasn't true." 

"Yeah, me too, babe. Me too." 

"OK. Let's get out of town. But I'm not going to the homeland” 
"Good, cause neither was |." 


Lars chuckled, gave James a smack on the ass and then stepped away from him. "Come on, get in the car. We'll 


talk about destinations on the way.’ 
"Good deall" James was satisfied, certain that Lars would begin babbling in less than a mile. 


He should have paid attention to that damn robot. Walking around the car to reach the passenger side he 
noticed the front door was still opened; he had forgotten to close it. "Gotta get the door!" he called out as he 
headed back up the walk Ducking inside the doorway to set the alarm, he was startled to hear the sound of 
Lars' car exhaust and subsequent peel out down the driveway. Slamming the door behind him, he was back on 


the walkway just in time to see Lars heading down the road. 


DAMN! Son of a bitch! What was the little fuck thinking? Cursing, James kick-started his bike and sped out 
after Lars but between the wily bastard, his seemingly new-found road rally driving skills and traffic, he could 
not catch up. 


Not about Kirk, my ass. Why did Lars decide to take it upon himself to go off alone? What the hell was said 
during that phone call? Why didn't he want him along? Hadn't their trust issues been dealt with and resolved? 
Obviously not, and once whatever wild goose chase Lars was leading them on was over, he was going to beat 
the trust into him. Sharing and communicating didn't seem to do the trick; perhaps he'd resort to his old ways 
of terror and intimidation. No matter how screwed up it was, it did keep the guys in line for a number of 


years. 


And what was that cryptic guitar playing remark all about? True, the closest he had gotten to music was 
changing CDs in the stereo but he wasn't ready to pick up a guitar. The thought of not having Kirk sitting 
opposite him with his own guitar bouncing ideas off one another; well, the pain overran the positives right now. 
He didn't feel like a musician anymore. He wasn't sure what he felt like, but he knew it didn't have much to do 


with music. 


Actually, these days, anger and frustration were about the only things he felt - and right now, add to that 
mix a bad dose of fear. Nothing about what was going down felt good. Not one damn thing. He shivered in spite 


of the warm California sun and felt like someone had walked on his grave. 
As if someone had walked on all their final resting places. 


James tried to convince himself that the wetness in his eyes was from the wind and not from the pain in his 


soul. 


Alive And Well And Living In 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction It is not real, never happened and never will. | mean no harm and only want 


to entertain. 


ESEEEEEEEEELEESEELE 


"We'll all be together again soon" A chuckle, a pause, a look across the room; "Well, some of us will be here 


more than others." 


ELEELEELEELEELE EES 

James eased up on the gas and pulled off to the side of the road. Firming planting his booted feet down on the 
pavement, he pulled out his cell and punched in Lars' number. "You better answer," He muttered and added a 
quiet "Please." 


"Big guy!" Lars chirped. 


James bowed his head to give quick thanks. Stay calm, he thought to himself, don't give Lars any reason to 


hang up. "Thought you said | could come along. But here | am and you're where?" 
"Nice try. But | can't..." 


"FUCKING TELL ME, ULI! WHERE THE FUCK YOU ARE!" So much for calm. "This is about Kirk, right? Lars? Just 


stop your damn car. lIl find you. Please" Oh good, now he was begging. 
"James, | can't" 

"Sure you can Its easy. Just apply the brake pedal gently." 

Lars laughed but it was strained "I gotta do this on my own" 

"DO WHAT? Lars, talk to me, man. Kirk, right?" 

"Right 

"OK, unconfused me then. | thought we were together on this. 


Silence. 


"Lars? Come on. This is you and me. | thought we were clear." 
Another few seconds of silence; James broke out in a cold sweat. 
"My fault. My entire fault. | have to make things right.” 


James shoulders sagged. "Ah, fuck it. Is this about guilt? Man, | thought we were so way beyond that. Come 


on, just tell me where you're headed." 
"Don't | always take care of business?" 
Uli, this isn't business, it's family. And families help each other. Just tell.” 


"Business, family; semantics, James. No matter how we define it, I'm the one that fucked it all up. And I've got 


to bring Kirk home. To you." 
"DON'T you fucking even start that shit! Its not me and Kirk, it's..." 


"No, you listen to mel" Lars’ voice rose. "You need him. You haven't picked up a guitar since he left. | know 


you're hurting cause of it" 


"When and if | play is not up to you! Get it through your damn thick head that I'll play when I'M good and 
ready and NOT when you decide!" 


"Hear that?" 

"What? Hear what?" James groaned with frustration 
"The words you managed to avoid saying.” 

"And what words are those?" 

"The ones that say you need Kirk." 


James chose his words carefully. "I need Kirk, yes. But so do you. | want him home for us. Hear that, Lars? Us. 
You, me and Kirk; us." 


"Had | thought of ‘us’ in the first place we wouldn't be having this discussion. If | hadn't sought out a new 
bassist behind your back then Kirk wouldn't be in the sewer that he is now. No, | brought this down. | gotta 
see it through." 


"And if | hadn't answered your ad then we would never be having this conversation. Life's full of ifs and 


possibilities. You take the one that seems to be the best at the time. You can't change what's been" 


lm not trying to change what's been. I'm trying to fix what's wrong. I'm taking what | think is the best 
possible solution for right now. Listen, big guy, it will be OK. Look, | gotta split” 


"Lars, no! Stop this shit. Find a store, diner, someplace, and give me the address. I'll be there before you know 


it 

"Love ya, Het." 

"Damn it, Lars!" 

And then he was gone. 


James bit his lip to stop himself from howling..or crying..or both. Bringing back his arm so he could heave his 
cell into oblivion, he was stunned to hear Lars’ voice. Putting it up to the side of his face and about to 


harangue, he was silenced by what he heard. 
"Looking for Golden Road. Seemed to have missed a turn" 


Yes! Lars was lost. Unbelievably he stopped for directions and didn't realize his cell was still on James felt like 
an idiot not to have realized where these roads, and Lars, were headed. Pocketing the cell and putting the bike 
in gear, he took off. Finally, something was going right. It was about fucking time. 


EEEEEEE EEE EL EES EEEELES 


James pulled into the cleared area that served parking about 25 minutes later. Hopping off the bike and nudging 
the kickstand with his foot, he hurried over to Lars' car and felt the hood. It was still warm, but not hot. He 
wasn't too surprised to see that the Porsche was the only vehicle present, besides his own. "Just another dead 
end," he muttered as he walked toward the house. His house - the one he had secluded himself in all those 
months ago. Their house - the one he and Kirk had purchased and never once lived in together. "Where the 
fuck are you, ya shit head?" he called out. He reached the few steps that led up to the front porch where he 
had spent the early evening hours with his coffee and his thoughts. "Lars!" he said sharply, a little louder this 


time. "Don't piss me off any more than | already am." 


Odd, though, that the front door was wide opened. James hadn't given Lars a key and he knew that the house 
was securely locked when he had left. The only other person that had access was Kirk; he had a key. 


He put one foot on the first step, about to bound up the rest, when he staggered. Something wasn't right. It 
took James merely a flash of a second to realize it was the overwhelming silence; besides a ping from one of 
the engines and his own breathing, nothing was making a sound. Not a breeze in the air, not the birds, not the 
insects and suddenly he didn't want to make any noise either. Fear was making its presence known, doing its own 
twisted version of a happy dance, coating everything with terror. James could taste it on his tongue and 


turning his head to the side he spat, trying to get it out of his mouth. 


Suddenly the wind picked up and whispered into James' ear. "Am | evil? Yes | am." 

James shivered, the fear about to swallow him whole. But he was very angry and Fear hadn't encountered the 
depth of James’ wrath like this before. It backed off, unsure of its next move. James pulled out his 
switchblade, the one he always kept in his boot, and snapped it opened. Taking the remainder of the steps in one 
stride, he made his way to the open doorway and cautiously took a look inside. There wasn't much to the place 
and from his vantage point he could see most of the main room and, fuck, there in the small hallway leading to 


the kitchen, lying face down, was Jason. 


Quickly covering the distance between them, he reached Jason and crouched down, feeling the side of his neck 


for a pulse. 

Nothing. 

James groaned, "Fuck, Jase. Fuck!” He stood back up and took another look around. Jason was beyond help but 
there was still the matter of Lars and perhaps even Kirk He forced his legs to move, made his way into the 
kitchen and sitting at the table with a gun in his hand, was Rob. 

"Took you long enough," Rob yawned. "I was beginning to think you were too stupid to figure out where Lars 
was going." He motioned to the knife in James’ hand with his gun. "Slid that over to me, cowboy." He grinned. 
"Slowly." 

"Where is he? Where's Kirk?" James demanded. 

"Knife." 

"My friends." 

"James. You don't have a leg to stand on here. Its my call. Knife." 

With a vehement "fuck you," James did as he was told. "Lars. Where is he?" 

"Tied up at the moment. But he's still alive or don't you care?" 

Thank fuck, James thought. "What have you done with Kirk?" 

"Did ya like the video?" 


James clenched his fists and ignored the question. "Tell me what you've done with Kirk." 


"Besides turn him into a drug-addled whore?" 


James lunged for Rob but was brought up short by the gun only inches from his chest. 


"Back off! Don't even think of doing that again. Go sit down. Hands on the table so | can see them," Rob 


screamed at him. "Do it!" 
James nodded and slowly eased himself into a chair. He placed his hands on the table. 


"You'll never guess what | did with Kirk, the worthless piece of shit. He didn't last nearly long enough for me to 
enjoy.” 


"Enjoy?" James felt sick. "You call that fun?" 


"Damn straight." Rob leaned forward, the gun still aimed at James. "But he couldn't handle it. Guess the 


experience was too much for him. Sweet piece of ass though." 
James worked his lower jaw. "Why?" 


"Because when you were drying out, he was with me, but | never had his heart, it was never mine. It belonged 


to you and | hated you for it! 
"And you wanted me to feel the pain you felt" 
Rob beamed. "Exactly!" 

"You're a fucking freak, you know that?" 


"I'd fucking watch what | say if | was you." Rob waved the gun at James but suddenly he sat back in his chair, 
as if something had pushed him. 


And something did. 
James. 


But he hadn't touched him. He didn't need to. James just smiled at him. But it wasn't the smile of a friend it 


was one of a predator. A feral beast that had nothing to lose because he knew he wouldn't lose anything. 
"You want a piece of me?" James began with deadly venom in his voice. "Put away the gun. Let's finish what 
we started that night at HQ. Come on, Rob. Let's see what you got" He slowly rose up from the chair. "Be a 
man for once in your life." 


"Sit!" Rob voice wavered, his gun hand quivering. 


"Let's go. You and me. Show me." James continued to rise. 


"Fuck you, Hetfield!" 


James shook his head. "No. But after | beat the shit out of you, | just may fuck you. 
Let you feel what Kirk felt. Isn't that what you want? Need?" 


"You're crazy. | got this!" Rob tipped the gun 
"But | have these," James held up his hands, now curled into fists. "I'm not afraid but you are, aren't you?" 


The smell of Rob's sweat filling the kitchen was the answer James was waiting for. He smiled, showing his 
teeth, eyes narrowed. He growled. "Put the gun down. Now." 


Rob's eyes were showing a great deal of white. They reminded James of the time Kirk's barn was on fire and 
they ran in to lead his horses to safety. Their eyes; James will never forget the sheer terror in them, the 
pupils almost gone. That's what Rob looked like. 

"What happened to Jason, Rob?" His wolf eyes boring into the ones’ of his prey. 

"Overdose 

"You have anything to do with it?" 

Rob nodded, 

"Where's Kirk?" 

"| sold him" Droplets of sweat dripped down Rob's face. 

Good god. James ordered himself not to strike out. Not yet. "To whom?" 

“Some quy” 

"Some guy," James repeated, keeping Rob in his gaze as he slowly moved his hand towards the gun. "Name?" 
"Don't remember. 

"Wrong fucking answer, Rob." Only an inch or so separated James from his freedom. "Name 

"Uh, it was." 


"No! 


With a cry, Lars rushed in from the back door behind Rob. 
With a shake of his head, Rob twisted around and pointed the gun at Lars. 


James screamed "Duck!" But it was too late. Rob had already pulled the trigger and the bullet caught Lars 
right above the heart. He flew back and crumbled to the floor. 


With an unearthly howl, James tackled Rob. With one hand wrapped around his neck squeezing it with a death 
grip, he wrenched the gun from Rob and held it up to the side of his head. 


"Don't even fucking breathe or I'll blow your fucking head off." James was as close to insanity as he ever had 
been. Going through alcohol withdrawal was nothing compared to this; that was a party. He didn't know how long 
he could keep it together. 


He didn't have to know. Rob broke out of James’ hold, pivoted and swung at him. James retaliated with a hard 
knee to Rob's balls and a bullet to his face. 


Chest heaving, gasping for air, James stood, horrified at the scene that lay in front of him. For one wild second 
he contemplated putting the gun to his own head. But Kirk, sweet Jesus, sold. That meant he still might be 


alive. He couldn't leave. Not if there was still a chance... 


He laid the gun on the table and covered his face with his hands. He shook for a minute or so and then 


remembered. 


"Oh fuck. Lars!" James cried softly. Swiftly crossing the room, he sank to his knees, the blood from his friend 
rapidly soaking the knees of his jeans. "Baby, oh god" Swallowing hard he reached out, desperate to stem the 
bleeding but not knowing where to begin. he felt helpless, his hands useless. Leaning in close to Lars’ head, he 


gently brushed the ghost-white cheek with his fingertips. "Talk to me, Uli. Open your eyes." 
Lars' only reply was the sound of his shallow and fading breath. 


James sat back up and fumbled for his cell. He knew that it would take at least 20 minutes for the cops to 
arrive. Far too long a wait for Lars but not nearly enough time to prepare for the onslaught of people that 


would swarm over the scene bringing with them another nightmare that would surely have no end. 


But this time there were no crossroads, no direction to chose. James made the call, taking hold of Lars’ pale 
hand while he spoke with the authorities. Laying the cell down, he once again leaned close his friend. "Please. One 
more smile, one more.." His eyes filled with tears, his heart split in two. "I love you, Uli. Always have. Always 
will” He brought their hands up and pressed his face against Lars’ lifeless one and then laid soft kisses on it. "I 
just can't." he sobbed. "Can't believe you're gonna leave me too. Don't go, please." With his free hand, James 


gently stroked Lars' head and murmured, "Love you, Lars. Love you," like a record that skipped. 


And sat there, watching and waiting for his best friend, his brother, to die. 


ESEEEEE EEE EL EEE ELEELE 


The clouds on the horizon told James that he should find a place to settle in and ride out the rain. Besides, it 
was getting late; he was exhausted, hungry and desperately wanted a shower to wash off the road dirt. If he 
had read the map correctly the last time he stopped, some semblance of civilization should be about |0 miles 


up the road. Not too far ahead, especially at the rate of speed at which he was traveling. 


It was only minutes later when he pulled into the lot of a seen-better-days combination café, motor lodge and 
god knows what else. Lars would have taken one look around and declared it to be THE East Bumfuck he was 
always yapping about. 


The corners of James' mouth turned up into what he passed off as a smile these days. IT didn't hurt nearly as 
much to think about Lars now. The pain in his heart was still there and he acknowledged that it always would 
be, but it wasn't raw and bleeding as it once was. Although taking its sweet time, the wound was healing. James 
could make it through almost an entire day and night without pulling out his bandana to wipe his eyes. When he 
spoke to Lars, something he did frequently, he could finally joke around and talked about the good times they 
shared instead of howling that life wasn't fair. These were the cards he was dealt and he had to play them if 
he wanted to continue in the game. And for some reason, which he wasn't interested in discovering, he still 


wanted to play. 

Switching off his bike, he got off, stretched to get the kinks out, grabbed his saddlebags and walked into the 
café. It was a far cry from the four star hotels he had once stayed in but those days were long gone. The 
place looked as if it should smell like stale cigarettes, bad beer and desperation but it didn't. Run down, yes; 

stink, no. This small plus pleased him; he had already been in enough dives to last a lifetime. 

He nodded at the bartender. "Got a room?" 

"Yeah. Beer?" 


"Coffee." James jerked his thumb toward the door. "Rode in on a bike and its gonna rain. Got a shed | can park 


her under?" 

"Yep. Around back." He slid a key across the bar. "Right by your room. Can't miss it" 
"Thanks. Kitchen still opened?" 

"Yep. Burgers and fries okay?" 


James nodded. Greasy spoon food; he thrived on it. Pulling out two twenties from his wallet, he placed them on 
the bar. "I'll be back in a few minutes. Just want to get her settled." 


It didn't take long to secure the bike and when he opened the door to his room he was pleasantly surprised to 


find it tidy and neat. The towels in the bathroom were worn but had a faint bleach scent that told him at 

least they were clean. He eyed the shower but realized he didn't have the time and promised himself a long 
soak after he ate. He took a leak, washed his face and hands, ran a brush through his hair and tied it back 
again. He had let it grow, the gel shit wasn't an on-the-road look and anyway, he liked it long. 


The barkeep was just setting his food down when James reentered the café. He slid onto a stool that was in 
front of his meal, nodded his thanks and cautiously took a sip of the steaming mug of coffee. Damn, it was 
good. "Keep this filled, will ya please," he requested. 


"Sure thing.” 


Odd, but the burger was arranged exactly how he liked it. Half of the roll first, well that was nothing new. Next 
the lettuce, one slice of tomato, the beef, followed by a slice of onion (red, no less, which he preferred), 
another piece of tomato, and then the top half of the roll. No salt, no ketchup, just a small amount of Russian 
dressing. He was too tired, too hungry, to dwell on how this burger came to be exactly this way. But, he 


mused; it was weird. 


He was chewing the last bit as the bartender reappeared with the coffee pot. Refilling James’ mug, he asked, 
"Dessert? We got blueberry pie." 


James nodded in agreement, wiping his hands and mouth with a napkin. His favorite! "Good." He indicated the now 


empty plate. "This was delicious." 


"Thanks. Cook's a bit off but he knows what he's doing. Won't touch the stuff though. Be right back with the 
pie." Picking up the dirty plate, he left. 


James pulled out a crumbled pack of cigarettes from his pocket, selected one and lit it with his Zippo. Pulling 
the smoke into his lungs, he blew rings as he exhaled. It amused him. He only allowed himself three a day. One 
in the morning, one after dinner and one right before calling it a night. Fuck it. He wasn't singing anymore and 
driving 85 miles an hour down the road on his bike without a helmet would probably kill him before the cigs 
did. 


Kill him. Now that was funny. He had killed Murdered. Took another human's life away from him. One minute 
Rob was alive and the next minute he wasn't. Well maybe it wasn't a minute; coulda even been two. He wasn't 
standing over Rob with a stopwatch timing the damn event. He just fired the smoking gun. 

He gave himself a mental shrug. Oh well, shit happens. If there was one thing he had learned it was to stop 
torturing himself with the excruciating events of that day. Nothing, absolutely nothing, was going to bring back 
Lars, Jason and Rob. Although he wouldn't mind having Rob back just so he could kill him again. 

And still, after everything, after every fucking damn thing that went down, Kirk was still missing. Fucking Kirk. 


He took the last drag off his smoke and crushed it out. He was bone weary. Maybe he'd just forget the 


freaking pie, take that shower he was jonesing for and turn in. He stood and pulled his wallet out of his back 
pocket. 


"You're paying for this, might as well eat it" The barkeep was back, setting the plate down and refilling James’ 


coffee. 


"Guess so, " James muttered, sliding back on the stool. He picked up the fork that lay on the plate and poked at 
a big, fat berry that had oozed its way out of the mix. What he really wanted was... 


"Wait. Forgot this." 
"Huh?" James stared at the small bowl that appeared in front of him. Shit, this couldn't be... 


It was. Ah, man, this wasn't possible. No fucking way in hell could this place in East Bumfuck know that he liked 
to eat blueberry pie with sour cream laced with sugar. No fucking way at all. There were only a few people on 


this earth that knew of this small foodie item about him. And two of them were dead. Most definitely dead 


And the other had been MIA for well over a year, presumably dead as well, his body tossed into a cold 


pauper's grave. 


Not possible. It was just a coincidence. A very fucking freaking coincidence but that's all it was. That's. All. It. 
Was! But how about the way the burger had been served to him? 


What he really wanted to do was leap over the bar and storm his way into the kitchen. What he did instead 
was close his eyes and tried very hard not to panic. Drawing attention to himself was not high on his priority 
list these days. His aim in life was to keep as low a profile as possible. Just keep moving, drifting, that's what 


he did. That's all he wanted to do. 

Yet.. 

The opening jangley notes of ‘Wherever | May Roam' gave him a start, forced him to open his eyes and he 
took a rapid look around. Shit! He hadn't even heard the three other people come into the café. One of them 
was standing by the jukebox feeding it coins. The other two had taken seats at the opposite end of the bar. 
Two men, one chick; they were talking about Met. 

Fuck. 

"Whatever happened to them? They were pretty good" 


"I think one of them went crazy and took out the others. Guns, blood, drugs..ya know, a real rock star ending.’ 


They laughed. 


"Really? Too bad. | thought the one with the dark curly hair was hot" This was from the girl. 


Yeah, so did |, James thought mournfully. That was it; he was out of there. Burger, blueberry pie, sour cream 


and sugar, music, and now gossip, nope, he could take one, maybe two but not all of them at once. 

Throwing down a few more bills, he ducked out and hurried back to his room. He fumbled with the lock 
because his hands were shaking and once he got the door opened, he crashed into the bureau because it was 
dark and he couldn't find the light switch. 

"Fuck!" he yelled as his knee began to throb. "God damn it. Fuck!" 

"Guess | shoulda lit the place up." A quiet voice came out of the darkness. "Sorry, Het. Here ya go." 

The light went on. 

Sweet Jesus. 

James’ legs gave out; he was caught just as he was about to hit the floor. 

"IFs ok, | got you." 

Arms stronger than James remembered lifted him up, guided him to the bed and eased them down together. 
Held tightly against a chest that was broader than it was so very long ago, James wept. All his pain, sorrow, 
all the years of memories, good and bad, every note he ever played, his fucking life, culminated right here, 


right now and the tears dripped down his face as he returned the embrace. 


"Welcome home, James," Kirk murmured, "Welcome home." 


